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Some four years since, the publishers of this volume 
commenced the issue of a cheap edition, in uniform style, 
of the standard English Poets, publishing, at irregular 
intervals, a volume at a time, until the number has now 
reached twenty-two. 

Some of these contain the authors complete; while 
others, from the necessity of limit, contain selections only, 
in which case great care has been taken to present the 
author's different peculiarities, whether of humor, pathos 
or sentiment. The volume now at hand is of the latter 
class, as its title-page will indicate ; yet the reader will 
find, on comparing it with his complete works, that but 
few pieces are omitted in this edition. 

The great patronage which has followed the publication 
of the previous volumes of the series has induced the 
issue of this, and will encourage the publishers to make 
such arrangements as will bring out a complete uniform 
edition of all the standard poets. * 

Janzcaryy 1853. 
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DuBiNO tb« greater part of tbe test forty years it has been my privilege 
to lie connected, rather as an auxiliary than a principal, in many a plan for 
lessening the sum of human misery at home and abroad, whh three gen* 
tlemen of this neighbourhood, Mr. Samuel Robebts, Mr. Gboroe BsirirET, 
and Mr. Rowland Hodgson. Of the two latter I need not speak ber^, 
because proofs of my esteem for each, distinctly, will be found in another 
part of this collection. With Mr. Roberts, however, it happened, that I have 
been more particularly and actively concerned on occasions rather general 
than local, such as the questions of the SlAve Trade and Slavery, the State 
Lottery, and the practice of employing climbing boys to sweep chimneys. In 
these, the zeal, the energy, and the indefatigability of my friend far surpassed 
any corresponding qualifications which I could exercise in aid of the frequent 
causes in which we have been engaged together. Though, like Jehonadab*8 
with Jehu*s, my heart was always with bis heart, it was not in every enterprise 
that I had the courage to accept his invitation to "coipe up to (him) into the 
chariot;** for the adversary*s watchmen, descrying his approach from their 
walls, might truly exclaim, **His driving is like the driving of the son of Nimshi, 
for he driveth furiously.'* When, however, I could not do this, I girded myself 
up to run alongside of him, till I could no more keep pace with his speed : I then 
followed him as far as my breath and strength would carry me. Among those 
who know him best, and esteem him proportionably, though I may perhaps call 
myself the foremost,— having, more than any other individual, had opportunities 
of understanding his motives, and Judging his public conduct by these,— I must 
not attempt, in this place, "to give him honour due,** fortber than by simply re- 
cording my own obligations to him, for having, by bis intrepidity and example 
on some trying occasions, caused me to do a little less harm, and a little more 
good in my generation, than I should otherwise have had forbearance in the 
one case to avoid, ov^ortitude in the other to undertake. 

This influence was more especially ascendant over my natural indolence and 
timidity, in our Joint efforts through a series of years to rouse the country, and 
to persuade the legislature against "the State Lottery** as a system of legalized 
gambling, and "the employment of climbing boys to sweep chimneys as a sys- 
tem of home-slavery.** 

In reference to the former I may here state, that it had been the practice, as 
long as I can remember, for the publishers of newspapers to procure lottery 
tickets for persons who applied for them, from any of the offices with which 
they had current accounts for advertising. 

From 1794, when I entered upon the property of the Skejfisld Iiisy till 1801 or 
1803, 1 was in the habit of executing such commissions to a very small amount 
annually. I know not what lottery speculations may have been made otber« 
wise in this neighbourhood ; but if my sales were the standard of probabilities 
in so obscure a case, little of the money that was got upon the anvil was thrown 
into the fire, for the purchase of blanks, where prizes were contemplated in re- 
version. 

Once, however, about the above-mentioned date, I had the misfortune to sell 
the sixteenth of a ticket which turned up a prize of tventy thousand pound*. The 
price to be paid for the share, I think, was S3«. M., and the person who bespoke 
it had left a guinea towards payment, as the market price could not be ascer- 
tained till the voucher came from London. Accordingly T received it with a few 
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others which had been ordered in Hke manner, and ptedgei depoetted. TheM, 
with the exception of that particular one, were duly fetched by the partiea who 
had bespoken them. In those days the registering of tickets and shares was en- 
tirely done in the metropolitan offices, the names and addresses of the adven- 
turers being transmitted from the country by their respective correspondents. 
Whatever then might be the fkte or the fortune of the numbers delivered by me, 
I knew nothing of the event unless the buyers themselves informed me, whfeh 
they usually did when the prizes were small ones, and almost as usually ex- 
changed them for new ventures in the current or next lottery, paying the differ- 
ence, which was necessarily on tl^ losing side, (the schemes being Ingeniously 
contrived to effect that,) till a blank made amends for all,— if it happened to 
cure the lottery-fit, though that kind of fever being intermittent, patients once 
affected were fearfully liable to returns. 

In the case above mentioned, the share remained week after week uncalled 
for in my desk, while the drawing continued, and till it was nearly at an end. 
In fact, I had given it up as a bad speculation of ray own, so far as what was due 
upon it had been hazarded to^ stranger, concluding thdt it must have been 
drawn a blank, and that my customer would take no more trouble about it. I 
well recollect throwing it aside among some indifferent papers, and muttering to 
myself, — "There lies half-a-crown." One evening, however, a man from a vil- 
lage in Derbyshire called upon me in considertble agitation, and presented an 
open letter addressed to a female in whose name the share had been registered 
at the office (Nicholson's) in I^ondon, announcing that the ticket had been 
drawn a prize of twenty thousand pounds, with a hint, that, when the lady re- 
ceived the money. It was hoped she would remember the clerks in the office. 
Till then the said lady did not so much as know the number of which a sixteenth 
bad been thus registered to her. I was not a little bewildered myself at first, 
scarcely remembering when I had last seen the precious scrap of paper ; and, 
doubting whether the intelligence were hot a hoax, and whether the applicant, 
who professed himself a relation of the owner, were a true man. But, having 
found the share, and ascertained the other points, I delivered it into the messen- 
ger's hands, and received the small balance due to me upon it. I was after- 
wards told, that the guinea which had been paid to me in advance was put into 
the lottery "for luck's sake," having been found unexpectedly in a paper with 
some sugar-candy, in a neglected drawer. The fortunate recoverer of the un- 
redeemed prize that had fallen to her, like one of the forgotten things which the 
moon has been sfiid to contain, 

'* Wlwn ]ienMt> wito uc kapt is ponderMH vum, 
And bfluix' in inuff-bozei and tweewneuo," 

{Bagt of the LoA^ canto v.) 

proved to be a very respectable matron in good circumstances, and of prudent 
habits. Instead of eagerly seizing the spoil at the expense of the small discount, 
she waited till the money was'full due, and never afterwards, so far as I was 
concerned, risked more than the price of another sixteenth at once in a lottery 
or two following. 

But the 8tranft%e9s of this great event in provincial lottery annals did not end 
here. The successful ticket had been distributed, if I rightly remember, entirely 
in sixteenths, and sold in different parts of the kingdom. This being blazoned 
in all the newspapers, occasioned an extraordinary demand for shares in the 
ensuing lottery, and mine being deemed **a Lucky Office," commissions came 
pouring upon me iir a manner and multitude beyond precedent. These I was 
enabled to supply on a new plan, which, I confess, I thought very hazardous to 
the metropolitan office keepers, who, availing themselves of this "tide" in the 
sea of bubbles, took it "at the flood," not doubting that it would "lead on to for- 
tune" in their ** affairs." Accordingly they appointed agencies throughout the 
country, and one of these being offered to me by a first-rate house, I accepted it 
as a mere matter of business, and for several years I was in the habit of dis- 
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poiiiig flrom twenty to fifty timei as nwny tickets and shares as I had ever dona 
before. Besides the small commission on the amount sold, being ft-om that time 
allowed the perquisite for registering the numbers myself, and communicating 
the results to my customers, I received from day to day the lists of the draw* 
lags, and became practically acquainted with the risks and the returns,— indeed 
■0 well acquainted, that, during the term of my agency, I was never for a mo- 
ment tempted to luizard a shilling on a turn of the wheels for myself. On one 
•cession only, when the drawing was to be closed on an early day, and I had to 
■and back to my principals the unsold shares in my hands, I retained two-eighths 
is expectation of having calls for them before the last drawing. One was sold, 
Iha other remained with me, but proving a small prize I escaped comparatively 
uascathed. 

Now of all the thousands in every variety of numbers which passed through 
my hands, including sold and returned, I do not recollect more than three shares 
of prises above 252.— namely, two of 502. and a third of 1202. ; the former dis 
posed of, the latter sent back. I thought at first that the rage for this losing 
fame would soon abate of itself. I was mistaken; and though after a year or 
two it was less prodigally and promiscuously, yet it was more steadily pursued 
by regular customers, to whom the habitual stimulus became as necessary to 
provoke uid appease, while in both cases it mocked, the *^atlri sacra fames,** as 
dram*drJ[nking and opium-eating are to diseased appetites of another kind. In 
addition to these perennials^ there was an annual succession of inexperienced 
votaries of wealth, who came and tried, and withdrew, when they had grown 
wiser or warier at a reasonable cost. And here I must observe that the grosser 
evils of lotteries, flagrant as they were in the metropolis, came not within my 
observation here; what I knew personally of the original sin of the system was 
learned by its ordinary efiTects. My dealings were principally with persons in 
moderate circumstances, yet with a considerable proportion of work-peofrie and 
Qtthers who might Jiave invested their small savings (if savings they were) on 
much better securities than the notes which my bank issued. It was one of the 
lame pleas for the State Lottery in Parliament, that after the suppression of the 
infamous insurance-ofllces— which never existed here— there remained no longer 
a snare to tempt the poor to take this royal way to riches, the lowest fraction of 
a ticket in the market being beyond their power of purchase. Whatever the 
case might be in London, the rich in tbfai neighbourhood, if they speculated at 
all, did not come to me. One of these, a friend bf mine, told me that he had 
obtained an eighth of a 20,000/., and I heard of another who was said to have 
bad a sixteenth of a 10,0002. prize. On this part of the sulirject, from an article in 
my newspaper of March 25, 1817, in which I questioned some statements made 
by high authorities in the House of Ck)ramons, I may quote a memorandum, that, 
in three lotteries drawn in 1803, 1 <<sold, Whole Tickets— not one ; Halves— <ms ; 
Quarters— tioenty ; Eightba—eigrhty-eif^kt ; Sixteenths— jEv« hundred and sizty' 
six/ and in previous years far greater numbers of the latter ; many, very many 
of which were bought by poor people." 

Familiarity with some kinds of sin deadens the consciousness of it. This was 
not the case with me in reference to the State Lottery. It was familiarity with 
it which convinced me of the sin of dealing in its deceptive wares. I was occa- 
sionally surprised to notice the different kinds of money which were brought to 
me by persons of the humbler class,— hoarded guineas, old crowns, half crowns, 
and fine impressions of smaller silver coins, at a time when bank-paper, Spanish 
dollars, and tokens of inferior standard, issued by private individuals and com- 
panies, formed a kind of moft-currency throughout the realm, instead of the ster- 
ling issues of the Royal Mint. These, like the guinea of my Derbyshire matron, 
were ventured **for the sake of luck," in several instances by poor women who 
had inherited them from their parents, received them as birth or wedding-day 
gifts, saved them for their children's thrift-pots, or laid them up against a rainy 
0Kf te ftmlly wants ^r sickness. With these they came to buy hope, and I sold 
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^em UtappohuiMnt /—ft wat this reiy tlioaglit pMiinf ttaroagb mf mki4 Iflm • 
ilasb of lightning, In the very words, and leaving an hodelible i ui p Ks i slo p, ^Unp' 
•nlng whh every recorrenee of the faaantijig fatea,) -which deciABtf a Ioiif4ieA* 
tsted but often proerasttaiated purpose ; and T said to ssyself, at feagth, **1 wflf 
immediately give up this craAc of delaslon.'* I did so, and from tint m ouJ i U l 
never sold another share. 

This, however, was only cutting off the left hand of a profitable sfn, wMi« 
with the right I was still accepting the hire of iniquity. The proprietor* of 
newspapers do not deem themselves responsible for the contents of advertise^ 
ments which appear on their pages, so long as these are free from HbellottSi hth 
moral, or blasphemous matter. During the palmy days of the State Lottery, ami 
even when it began to fkll into disrepute, the office keepers were among tlUf 
most liberal contributors of such precious articles to the pabHc Joof nalt. The 
columns of mine were never much burdened with these opma s}wli^-~wcaMlr 
won without labour of the hands or the brains, gratuitously bestowed, eolleeteff 
at little risk, and small additional expense in the economy of the printing-office. 
Lottery advertisements, therefore, formed a considerable proportion of the very 
moderate amount of pecuniary means, by which 1 was enabled, under many dlb- 
advantages, some local, and others personal, to maintain my paper at all. Botr 
when my friend Mr. Roberts and I, several years after my relinquia^meiit of 
lottery sales, determined to attack the great state evil itself, with open, oneomr 
promising hostility, I felt that I could not consistently, nor indeed bonesdy, sup* 
port him in his plans of aggression, while I was an actual accessory belbre ths 
Act to the mischiefs which it was perpetrating throughout tlie length and breadth 
of the land, and especially, so far as I was implicated, within the range of my 
editorial influence. The question had long troubled me in secret; but, as in the 
former case, a final decision upon it was deferred, till my friend one day unex- 
pectedly attacked me with a recommendation to renounce all connection with 
'*the accursed thing,*' which we both had now made up our minds to iiold up to 
public abhorrence and reprobation. The counsel was hard to a person in my 
circumstances : conscience and cupidity bad a sharp conflict ; but tlie battle wat 
not a drawn one ; the better principle prevailed ; and after the autumn of 1815 
T never admitted another lottery advertisement into my paper. Hot did I ever, 
for one moment, repent tiie sacrifice. 

From that time till the abandonment of the State Lottery by government 
itself in 1824, Mr. Rolwrts and I, in various ways, but principally by paragraphs 
and philippics in my columns, and pamphlets from my press, waged a desnhory 
warfare with those ministers of the day and their supporters in Parliament who 
persisted in employing tliese unliallowed means of recruiting the revenue. Whh 
the late Lord Lyttelton (then Mr. Lyttelton) and other members of the House cff 
Commons who held the same sentintents as ourselves on the sutiject, we had 
frequent correspondence ; nor did the Chancellor of the Exchequer (otherwise 
one of the most upright and conscientious statesmen of the age) escape the an- 
noyance of our remonstrances and solicitations. In March, 1817, we promoted 
a petition to Parliament from Sheffield against this national nuisance. Whettier 
this example was followed at that time by any other towns I do not remember. 
We know, however, that our various labours were not altogether in vain,— but 
that two obscure individuals in a remote part of the kingdom, by strenuous per- 
severance in advocating a good cause, contributed something (however little it 
may have been) towards the removal of the greatest plague that ever inf^ted 
the country in the shape of a tax, upon the poverty, the morals, and the happi- 
ness of the people. 

In 1817, Mr. Roberts published The StuU Lottery , a Dream^ a work of startlinf 
eccentricity in its plan, and no small ingenuity in the execution. Its frontis- 
piece, representing A PeUf 8taU Lottery within the walls of Christ's Hospital, 
in which not the drawers only, but all the adventurers, jprere children of that 
venerable establishment, was not without its efl^ect in abating one of the most 
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planiible but pernicious exhibitions at Guildhmll and elsewhere, in the aoDiiat 
pantomime of TIU Qrand StfiU Lott9rf. 

My THOueBta on Wheels were bat the gHmmerhig tail of ray Mend's por- 
tentous eomet- The latter, having long ago pasted Its perihelion, je jm> more 
visible In the literary hemisphere ; and the former would have disappeared with 
it, had not the last section, the address T» JMtete, been deemed worthy of pr«* 
^iervation by Judges more competent to decide upon Its claims tlpan the ] ~ ' 
will allow an author to be in his own case. 



OeteiM'90,1840. 



NO. I.— THE COMBAT. 



Or old when fiery warriors met, 
On edge of steel their lives were set ; 
Eye watching eye, shield crossing shield, 
" Foot wedged to foot, they fought the field. 
Dealt and withstood as many strokes 
As might have fell'd two forest-oaks, " 
Till one, between the harness-joint. 
Felt the resistless weapon's point 
Cluick throug'h his heart,— -and in a flood 
Pour'd his hot spirit with his blood. 

The victor, rising from the blow 
That laid his brave assailant low. 
Then blush'd not from his height to bend. 
Foully a gallant deed to end ; 
But whirl'd in fetters round the plain, 
Whirl'd at his chariot wheels, the slain ; 
Beneath the silent curse of eyes. 
That look*d for vengeance to the skies ; 
While fihame, that could not reach the dead« 
PourM its whole vial on his head. 

Who falls in honourable strife 
Surrenders nothing but his life ; 
Who basely triumphs casts away 
The glory of the well-won day ; 
— ^R^er^than feel the joy he feels, 
Commend me to his chariot wheels. 
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NO. II. ^THE CAR OP JUSOERNAUT. 

On plains beneath the morning star, 
Lo ! Juggernaut's stupendous car ; 
So high and menacing its size, 
The Tower of Babel seems to rise ; 
Darkening the air, its shadow spreads 
O'er thrice an hundred thousand heads ; 
Darkening the soul, it strikes a gloom, 
Dense as the night beyond the tomb. 
Full in mid-heaven, when mortal eye 
Up this huge fabric climbs the sky, 
The Idol scowls, in dragon-pride. 
Like Satan's conscience deified ; 
— Satan himself would scorn to ape 
Divinity in such a shape. 

Breaking the billows of the crowd. 
As countless, turbulent, and loud 
As surges on the windward shore. 
That madly foam, and idly roar ; 
Th' unwieldy wain compels its course. 
Crushing resistance down by force ; 
It creaks, and groans, and grinds along, 
Midst shrieks and prayers, — ^midst dance and song ; 
With orgies in the eye of noon. 
Such as would turn to blood the moon ; 
Impieties so bold, so black. 
The stars to shun them would reel back ; 
And secret horrors, which the Sun 
Would put on sackcloth to see done. 
Thrice happy they, whose headlong souls. 
Where'er th' enormous ruin rolls. 
Cast their frail bodies on the stones. 
Pave its red track with crashing bones. 
And pant and struggle for the fate 
•—To die beneath the sacred weight. 

" O fools and mad !" your Christians cry . 
Yet wise, methinks, are those who die : 
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For me, — if Juggernaut were God, 
Rather than writhe beneath his rod : 
Rather than live his devotee. 
And bow to such a brute the knee ; 
Rather than be his favourite priest. 
Wallow in wantonness, and feast 
On tea]:s and blood, on groans and cries, 
The fume and fat of sacrifice ; 
Rather than share his love, — or wrath ; 
I'd fling my carcass in his path. 
And almost bless his name, to feel 
The murdering mercy of his wheel. 



NO. III. THE INQUISITION. 

There was in Christendom, of yore, 

— ^And would to heaven it were no more !— 

There was an Inquisition-Court, 

Where priestcraft made the demons sport : 

— ^Priestcraft, — in form a giant monk. 

With wine of Rome's pollutions drunk. 

Like captive Samson, bound and blind. 

In chains and darkness of the mind, 

There show'd such feats of strength and skill 

As made it charity to kill. 

And well the blow of death might pass 

For what he call'd it — coup de grace; 

While in his little hell on eartb. 

The foul fiends quaked amidst their mirth :— 

But not hke him, who to the skies 

Tum'd the dark .embers of his eyes, 

(Where lately burn'd a fire divine. 

Where still it burn'd, but could not shine,) 

And won by violence of prayer, 

(Hope's dying accents in despair,) 
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Power to demolish, from its base, 
Dagon's proud fane, on Dagon's race ; 
Not thus like Samson ;— fiilse of heart. 
The tonsured juggler play'd his part, 
God's law in God's own name made void. 
Men for their Saviour's sake destioy'd. 
Made pure religion his pretence 
To rid the earth of innocence ; 
While Spirits from th' infernal flood 
Cool'd their parch'd tongues in martyrs' UoOd, 
And half forgot their stings and fiamea 
In conning, at those hideous games. 
Lessons, — ^which he who taught should know 
How well they had been leam'd below. 

Among the engines of his power 
Most dreaded in the trying hour. 
When impotent were fire and steel. 
All but almighty was the Wheel, 
Whose harrowing revolution wrung 
Confession from the slowest tongue ; 
From joints unlock'd made secrets start. 
Twined with the cordage of the heart ; 
From muscles in convulsion drew 
Knowledge the sufferer never knew ; 
From failing flesh, in Nature's spite, 
Brought deeds that ne'er were done to light ; 
From snapping sinews wrench'd the He, 
That gain'd the victim leave to die ; 
When self-accused,— condemn'd at length, 
His only crime was want of strength ; 
From holy hands with joy he turn'd. 
And kiss'd the stake at which he bum'd. 
But from the man of soul sublime. 
Who lived above the world of time. 
Fervent in faith, in conscience clear. 
Who knew to fot^c,^— but not to fear ; 
When every artifice of pain 
Was wasted on his hmbs in vain, 
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And baffled cruelty could find 
No hidden passage to his mind, * 
The Wheel extorted naught in death. 
Except— forgiveness, and his breath. 

Such a victorious death to die 
Were prompt translation to the sky : 
— ^Yet with the weakest, I would meet 
Racks, scourges, fkmes, and count them sweet ; 
Nay, might I choose, I would not 'scape 
"The question," put in any shape. 
Rather than sit in judgment there. 
Where the stem bigot fills the chair : 
— ^Rather than turn his torturing Wheel, 
Give me its utmost stretch to feel. 



NO. IV. ^THt: STATE LOTTERV. 

Escaped from ancient battle-field, 
Though neither with nor on my shield : 
Escaped — ^how terrible the thought 
Even of escape ! — ^from Juggernaut ; 
Escaped from tenfold worse perdition 
In dungeons of the Inquisition ; 
Oh with what ecstasy I stand 
Once more on Albion's refuge-land ! 
> Oh with what gratitude I bare 
My bosom to that island-air. 
Which tyrants gulp and cease to be, 
Which slaves inhale and slaves are free ! 
For though the wheels, behind my back, 
Still seem to rumble in my track, 
Their sound is music on the breeze ; 
I dare them all to cross the seas : 
— ^Nay, should they reach our guarded coast. 
Like Pharaoh's chariots and his host, 

4* 
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Monks, Brahmins, warriors, swoln and 
Axles and orbs in wrecks were spread. 

And are there on this hdy ground 
No wheels to trail the vanquish'd found ? 
None, framed the living hemes to break. 
Or rend the nerres for conscience-sdce ? 
No : — ^Britons scom th' unhallow'd touch, 
T^l^y will not use, nor suffer such ; 
Alike they shun, with fearless heart, 
The victim's and tormentor's part. 

Yet here are wheels oi feller kind. 
To drag in chains the captive mind ; 
To crush, beneath their horrid load. 
Hearts panting prostrate on the road ; 
To wind desire from spoke to spoke. 
And break the spirit stroke by stroke. 

Where Grog and Magog, London's pride. 
O'er city bankruptcies preside ; 
Stone-bHnd at nisiprius sit. 
Hearken stone-deaf to lawyers' wit ; 
Or scowl on men, that play the beasts 
At Common Halls and Lord Mayors' feasts* 
When venison or the public cause. 
Taxes or turtle, stretch their jaws : 
Tliere, — ^in a whisper be it said. 
Lest honest Beckford shake his head ; 
Lest Chatham, with indignant cheek, 
Start from his pedestal and speak ; 
Lest Chatham's son in marble groan. 
As if restored to skin and bone ;* 
TTterCf — speak,— -speak out,— abandon fear j 
Let both the dead and living hear ; 
--The dead, that they may blush for shame 
Amidst their monumental fame ; 
—The living, that, forewam'd of fate, 
Conscience may f<»6e them, ere too late* 



I lloM rt fer to Um iUtuM of Britiih wortb{M which adorn ih» OoilA- 
Ml«f London. 
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Those Wheels of infamy to shun, 
Which thouaaiids touch, and are undone. 

There, — ^buik by legisktive hands, 
On Christian ground, an altar stands. 
— « Stands ? gentle Poct^ tell me where ?" 
Go to Guildhall :— « It stands not theteP* 
True ; — 'tis my brain that raves and reels 
Whene'er it turns on Lottery Wheels ; 
Such things in youth can I recall 
Nor think of thee, — of thee, Guildhall? 
Where erst I play'd with glittering schemes, 
And lay entranced in golden dreams ; 
Bright round my head those bubbles broke, 
Poorer from every dream I woke ; 
Wealth came, — ^but not the wealth I sought $ 
Wisdom was wealth to me ; and taught 
My feet to mt*» thy gates, — ^that lay. 
Like toll-bars on the old " broad way," 
Where pilgrims paid, — oh grief to tell ! 
Tribute for going down to hell. 

Long on thy fk)or an altar stood. 
To human view unstain'd with b]oodi 
But red and foul in Heaven's pure eyes, 
Groaning with infant sacrifice, 
From year to year ; — till sense or shaine, 
Or some strange cause without a nanM, 
-— 'Twas not the cry of innocence,—* 
Drove such abomination thence : 
Thence drove it, — ^but destroy'd it not j 
It blackens some obscurer spot ; 
Obscurer, — ^yet so well defined. 
Thither the blind might lead the blind, 
While heralds shout in every ear, 
" This is. the temple, — ^worship here." 
Thither the deaf may read their way ; 
'Tis plain ; — ^to^I^ it, go asiray ! 
Thither the lame, en mags of pcip«ri 
Ma] itflwtiiiilhinf, lik*avap«itr; 
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Thither may all the world repair ; 
A word, a wish, will wafl you there ; 
And, O so smooth and steep the track, 
'Tis worth your life to venture back ; 
Easy the step to Cooper^ a HaUy* 
As headlong from a clifF to fall ; 
Hard to recover from the shock. 
As broken-limb'd to climb a rock. 

TTierej built by legislative hands. 
Our country's shame, an altar stands ; 
Not votive brass, nor hallow'd stone, 
Humbly inscribed — " To God unknown ;'* 
Though sure, if earth afford a space 
For such an altar, here's the place : 
— ^Not breathing incense in a shrine, 
• Where human art appears divine. 
And man by his own skill hath wrought 
So bright an image of his thought, 
That nations, barbarous or refined. 
Might worship there th' immortal mind, 
That gave their ravish'd eyes to see 
A meteor glimpse of Deity ; 
A ray of Nature's purest light. 
Shot through the gulf of Pagan night. 
Dazzling, — ^but leaving darkness more 
Profoundly blinding than before. 
— ^Ah ! no such power of genius calls 
Sublime devotion to these walls ; 
No pomp of art, surpassing praise, 
Britannia's altar here displays : 
A money-changer's table, — spread 
With hieroglyphics, black and red. 
Exhibits, on deceitful scrolls, 
" The price of Tickets,"— and of Souls ; 
For thus are Souls to market brought, 
Barter'd for vanity^— for naught ; 

* Wh«r« th« Stat* Locury wm dnwn figc oMf rmn. 
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Till the poor venders find the cost, 
— ^Time to eternal ages lodt ! 

No seulptared idol decks the {dace. 
Of such excelling form and face. 
That Grecian pride might feign its lurth 
A statue fallen from heaven to earth : 
The goddess here is hest design'd, 
— ^A flimsy harlot, bold and Uind ; . 
Invisible to standers-by, 
And yet in everybody's eye ! 
Fortune her name ;— -a gay deceiver. 
Cheat as she may, the crowd believe herf 
And she, abuse her as they will. 
Showers on the crowd her favours still : 
For 'tis the bliss <^ both to be 
Themselves unseen, and not to see ; 
Had she discemment,-^pride would scoot 
The homage of her motley rout ; 
Were she reveal'd, — the poorest slaTo 
Would blush to be her luckiest knav*. 

Not good OLD FORTUNE here we scorikr 
In classic fiible heavenly bom : 
She who kit nothing deigns to deal 
Her blanks and prizes from One Wheel; 
And who, like Justice, wisely blind, 
Scatters her bounties on maiJcind 
With such a broad impartial aim, 
If none will praise her, none should bkme ; 
For were ten thousand fancies tried, 
Wealth more discreetly to divide 
Among the craving race of man. 
Wit could not frame a happier pka. 

Here, 'tis her Counterfeitf who reignw 
O'er haunted heads and moonnstruck blitillii 
A Two-whe^d Jade, admired by sots^ 
Who flings, /or cash in hand^ her lot» 
To those, who, fain " their kck to try,'* 
Sell Hope, and Disappointment buy. 
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The wily soiceress here reveak, 
With proud parade, her mystic Wheels ; 
—Those Wheels, on which the nation runs 
Over the morals of its Sons ; 
— ^Those Wheels, at which the nation draws 
Through shouting streets its broken laws ! 
Engines of plotting Fortune's skill 
To lure, entangle, torture, kilk 
Behold her, in imperial pride, 
King, Lords, and Commons at her side ; 
Arm'd with authority of state. 
The public peace to riokte : 
More might be told, — but not by me 
Must this <' eternal blazon" be. 
Between her Wheels the Phantom stands, 
With Syren voice, and Harpy hands : 
She turns th' enchanted axle round ; 
Forth leaps the <* twkntv thousand pound !" 
• That "twenty thousand" one has got; 
But twenty thousand more have not. 
These curse her to her face, deplore 
Their loss, then — ^take her word once more ; 
Once more deceived, they rise like men 
Bravely resolved-«to try again ; 
Again they fail ; — again trapannM, 
She mocks them with her sleight of hand ; 
Still fired with rage, with avarice steel'd. 
Perish they may, but never yield ; 
They woo her till their latest breath. 
Then snatch their prize — a blank in death. 

The priests, that in her temple wait, . 
Her minor ministers of fate. 
Like Dian's silversmith's of old. 
True to the craft that brings them gold, 
Lungs, limbs, and pens, unwearied ply 
To puff their Groddess to the sky ; 
Oh that their puffs could ^ Her there. 
Who builds such castles in the air, 
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And in the malice of her mirth 
Lets them to simpletons on earth ! 
— ^Who steals the rainbow's peaceful form* 
But i$ the demon of the storm ; 
— ^Assumes a star's benignant mien. 
But wears a comet's tail unseen ; 
— ^Who smiles a Juno to the crowd, 
But all that win her catch a cloud. 
And, doom'd Ixion's fate to feel. 
Are whirl'd upon a giddier wheel. 
—Oh that her priests could fix her there, 
Whose breath and being are but air ! 
Yet not for this their spells they try, 
They bawl to keep her from the sky, 
A harmless meteor in that sphere ; 
A baleful Ignis fatuus here, 
With wandering and bewildering hght. 
To cheer, and then confound the sight. 
Guide the lone traveller, — then betray. 
Where Death in ambush lurks for f rey. 

Fierce, but femiliar, at their call, 
The veriest fiend of Satan's fall ; 
— ^The fiend that tempted him to stake 
Heaven^s bhss against the burning lake ; 
—The fiend that tempted him again, 
To burst the darkness of his den. 
And risk whate'er of wrath untried 
Eternal justice yet could hide. 
For one transcendent chance, by sin, 
Man and his new-made worid to win ; 
— ^That fiend, while Satan play'd his part 
At Eve's fond ear, assail'd her heart, 
And tempted her to hazard more 
Than &llen -Angels lost before ; 
They min'd but themselves — ^her crime 
Brought death on all the race of time : 
— ^That fiend comes forth, hke -^Etna's fiame ; 
The SPIRIT OF GAMBLING Call his name; 
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So flush'd and terrible in power, 

The Priests themselves he would d«roar ; 

But straight, by Act of Parliament, 

Loose through the land his plagues are sent. 

The Pol3rpus himself divides, 

A legion issues from his sides ; 

Ten thousand shapes he wears at will. 

In every shape a devil still ; 

Eager and restless to be known 

By any mark, except his own ; 

In airy, -earthly, heavenly guise. 

No matter, — ^if it strike the eyes ; 

Yet ever at the clink of pelf, 

He starts, and shrinks into himself: 

-»A traitor now, with face of truth. 

He dupes the innocence of youth ; 

A shrewd pretender, smooth and sage. 

He tempts the avarice of age ; 

A wizard, versed in damned arts. 

He trammels uncorrupted hearts ; 

He lulls Suspicion, Sense waylays. 

Honour and Honesty betrays. 

Finds Virtue sleeping, and by stealth 

Beguiles her with a dream of wealth ; 

Till rich and poor, till fods and wise. 

Haste to the headlong sacrifice, 

Gaze till they slip into the snare ; 

•—Angels might weep to see them Uma; 

Then to the Lottery Wheels aw«^, 

The spianr-oF oambliko drags his pray* 

Hail to the fiery bigot's rack ! 
Hail Jugg^nraut's destructive track ! 
Hail to the warrior^s iron ear! 
But oh, be Lottery Wheels afar ! 
I'll die by torture, wur, disease, 
rU die— by tmy Wheels but theae I 
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NO. V.'— TO BRITAIN, 



I LOVE Thee, O my native Isle ! 
Dear as my mother's earliest smile ; 
Sweet as my father's voice to me 
Is all I hear, and all I see. 
When, glancing o'er thy beauteom land. 
In viewjhy Ftiblic Virtues stand, 
The Guardian-angels of thy coast. 
Who watch the dear domestic Host, 
The Hearts Affections, pleased to roam 
Around the quiet heaven of Home. 

I love Thee, — when I mark thy soil 
Flourish heneath the peasant's toil, 
And from its lap of verdure throw 
Treasures which neither Indies know. 

I love I'hee,^ — ^w^hen I hear around 
Thy looms, and wheels, and anvils sound. 
Thine engines heaving all their force. 
Thy waters labouring on their course. 
And arts, and industry, and wealth 
Exulting in the joys of health. 

I love Theer— 'When I trace thy tale 
To the dim point where records fail ; 
Thy deeds of old renown inspire 
My bosom with our fathers' fire ; 
A proud inheritance I claim 
In all their sufetings, aU their &ma ; 
Nor less delighted, when I stray 
Down History's lengthening, widening way. 
And hail Thee in thy present heur^ 
From the meridian arch- of power. 
Shedding the lustre of thy reign, 
Like sunshine, over land and main. 

I love Theer— when I read the lajrs 
Of British bards, in elder days. 
Till, rapt on visionary wings. 
High o'er thy cliffs my spirit sings ; 
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For I, amidst thy living choir, 
I, too, can toach the sacred lyre. 

I love Thee, — when I contemplate 
The fuU-orb'd grandeur of thy state ; 
Thy laws and liberties, that rise, 
Man's noblest works beneath the skies. 
To which the Pyramids are tame. 
And Grecian temples bow their fame : 
These, thine immortal sages wrought 
Out of the deepest mines of thought ; 
These, on the scafS>ld, in the field. 
Thy warriors won, thy patriots seal*^d ; 
These, at the parricidal pyre. 
Thy martyrs sanctified in fire. 
And, with the generous blood they spilt, 
Wash'd from thy soil their murderers' guilt, 
Cancell'd the curse which Vengeance sped. 
And lefl a blessing in its stead. 
Can words, can numbers count the price. 
Paid for this little Paradise ? 
Never, oh ! never be it lost ; 
The land is worth the price it cost. 

I love Thee, — when thy Sabbath dawns 
O'er woods and mountains, dales and lawns» 
And streams, that sparkle while they run, 
As if their fountain were the Sun : 
When, hand in hand thy tribes repair, 
Each to their chosen house of prayer. 
And all in peace and freedom call 
On Him who is the Lord of all. 

I love Thee, — ^when my soul can ML 
The seraph-curdours of thy zeal : 
Thy charities, to none ccmfined. 
Bless, like the sun, the rain, the wind ; 
Thy schools the human brute shall raise. 
Guide erring youth in wisdom's ways. 
And leave, when we are tum'd to dust. 
A generatioi of the just. 



THOUGHTS ON WHEELS. 



Ilove Thee« — ^when I see thee stand 
The hope of every other land ; 
A sea-mark in the tide of time. 
Rearing to heaven thy brow sublime ; 
Whence beams of Gospel-splendour shed 
A sacred halo round thine head ; 
And Gentiles from afar behold 
(Not as on Sinai's rocks of old) 
Goo, — from eternity conceaPd, — 
In his own light, on Thee reveal'd. 

I love Thee,— when I hear thy voice 
Bid a despairing world rejoice, 
And loud from shore to shore proclaim, 
In every tongue, Messiah's name ; 
That name, at which, from sea to sea. 
All nations yet shall bow the knee. 

I love Thee : — ^next to heaven above. 
Land of my fathers ! thee I love ; 
And, rail thy slanderers as they will, 
••With all iliy faults I love Thee" still: 
For faults thou hast, of heinous size ; 
Repent, renounce them, ere they rise 
In judgment ; — ^lest thine ocean-wall 
With boundless ruin round thee fall, 
And that, which was thy mightiest stay. 
Sweep all thy rocks Hke sand away. 

Yes, thou hast faults of heinous size. 
From which I turn with weeping eyes ; 
On these let them that hate Thee dwell : 
Yet one I spare not,--onc I teU, 
Tell with a whisper in thine ear ; 
Oh ! might it wring thy heart with fear ! 
Oh ! that my weakest word might roll. 
Like heaven's own thunder, through thy soul ! 

There is a lie in thy right hand ; 
A briber corrupting all the land ; 
There is within thy gates a pest, 
— Gold and a Babylonish vest ; 
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Not hid in ^lame^conoedliDg thadey 
But broad against the sun display'd. 
These,— tell it no/^t tmut be told ; 
These from thy Lottery Wheels ore sold ; 
Sold, — and thy children, train*d to sin, 
Hazard both worlds these plagues to win ; 
Nay, thy deluded statesmen stake 
Thyself,—- and lose Thee for their sake ! 
—Lose Thee ?— They shall not f — H£, whoss will 
Is Nature's law, preserves Thee still ; 
And while th' uplifted bolt impends, 
. One warning more his mercy sends. 

O Britain! O my country! bring 
Forth from thy camp th* accursed thing ; 
Consign it to remoiseless fire ; 
Watch till the latest spark expire. 
Then cast the ashes mi the wind. 
Nor leave one atom-wreck behind. 

So may thy wealth and power increase ; 
So may thy people dwell in peace ; 
On Thee th' Almighty's gtory rest, 
And all the world in Thee be blest. 

tk^fitU, oa. 10, 1616^ 



THE CUMBING BOY'S SOLILOQUIES. 



In the ■ammer of 1807, a local awociation for the purpoie of ''tupeneding the 
•mployineDt of Climbing Boyt in tweeping chimDeyt, and tieUering the condl* 
tion of tliote who were already to engaged," was eiubliehed in Sheffield. 
Through three-and-thirty yean, that object bat been iiept in view, though many 
and long interruption! have crippled or retarded our active exertions toward! 
the desired accomplishmeot. But our interest in the lubject, and our sympathy 
towards the infantine and juvenile victims of so unnatural a practice, have been 
periodically quickened, on every return of Easter Monday, when a good dinner 
hat been given by our small Committee to all the Climbing Children of this dis- 
trict. The change,— which this attention to their welfkre has gradually occa* 
■ioned in the personal appearance, decent behaviour, and improved intelligence 
(moot of them having been Sunday scholars) of the successive generations of 
these poor creatures, which have passed before us during that period,— has been 
very creditable to their Masters and very encouraging to ourselves under tlie 
disheartening hinderances to our progress, in attempting otherwise to lessen the 
evils of the occupation in our own neighbourhood, and the repeated failures of 
our endeavours to obtain legislative redress for the grievance itself throughout 
the whole liingdom. 

The experience of ten years convinced us, that all efforts as well as plans ma- 
terially and permanently to benefit this class of boys must be unavailing, be- 
cause so long as the employment was authorized by the legislature, it would 
never be superseded by the introduction of mechanical apparatus :— it being the 
interest, or rather the practice, of the roasters, as much as possible, to disgust 
their customers, by wilfully negligent, or slovenly mismanagement of such sub* 
stitutes when required to use them, lliis repugnance arose principally from a 
desire to spare themselves, and lay upon their apprentices (who were often their 
own children) the labour and torture of a villanous trade, which cannot be 
taught without cruelty, learnt without suffering, or practised without peril to 
life and limb, under the most humane master, and by the most obedient scholar. 
This fact is the unanswerable objection to the whole system,— it cannot be 
mended, though its inevitable miseries may be, and are, in numberless instances, 
frightfully aggravated. 

Wherefore, in March, 1817, we roused pur townspeople to set the first exam- 
ple of moving the legislature against this sin of the nation. A public meeting 
was accordingly held, and a petition adopted, earnestly imploring the House of 
Commons, to whom it was primarily addressed, to take the subject into early 
and serious consideration. This was presented by Lord Milton, (now Earl Fits- 
William,) one of the representatives for Yorkshire, with a view merely of its 
being received and laid upon the table ; for no expectation was entertained of 
any immediate steps being taken upon it by those to whom we appealed. 
Though temperately worded, and supported only by a few frank and plain ex- 
pressions of his own kind disposition towards the suffering children, the reading 
of this document produced so happy an impression upon the minds of the men- 
ben present, that his Lordship, availing himself of the propitious omen, Imme- 
diately moved for the appointment of a Committee to investigate the suliject 
and report on the same. Meanwhile similar petitions coming in ftrom other 
' qOaitan, and the result of the Committee's inquiries proving highly satisfiie- 
tory««-^6 Metropolitan Socletyt (instituted In 1808, for the same benevoltnt pur- 
peiea as ouit at 4 later ptrlod.) using their utmost seal and diligence to promote 
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the objectr-on the SSlh of June following a Bill was brought into the Houee of 
Commoni, for prohibiting the employment of Climbing Boya in sweeping cbinw 
neys, from as brief a prospective date as should be found praclieable under exist- 
ing circuflieuneee. Certain technical diAeuUies, boweTer, respecting the nature 
of the Bill, and the probability of Parliament being prorogued before an Act could 
be passed, caused the postponement of further proceedings till the next Session. 

In the following year, I8I8, the Bill was revived, carried triumphantly through 
the Commons, sent up to the Lords, read, committed, counsel heard, evidence 
examined, Ihvourably reported, but withdrawn before the thfard reading, to give 
to the government surveyors, and other profbssionai gentlemen, oppertunity to 
make certain experiments and estimates, recommended by their LordsMpe^ 
Committee, previous to their ultimate decision on the merits of the ease. 

In the third year, 1819, the Bill was again introduced in the House of Peen, 
when, after some very strange discussion, it was summarily thrown out. Tw» 
causes, exceedingly diseimUar, concurred to effect this catastrophe : naroriy, 
certain grave doubts, expressed by high legal authority, whether, in making 
laws, m<Mre tenderness were due to old chimneys or to young children ;— the for* 
mer being inveterately crooked and therefore incurable, whereas (thou^ this 
was left to be inferred) the latter (the children) might easily be made crooked, 
by accommodating their pliable bodies to the perverse ways through which they 
followed their craft. The second stumbling4ilock, on which indeed the neek 
of the Bill was broken, deserves more distinct exposure. A noble Earl, who re- 
sisted the Bill less by argument than by banter, among other illustrations of the 
calamities which would befoll the nation, if the use of Qimbing Boys were 
abolished, is reported to have said :~'M might illustrate the confined humanity 
of the supporters of this measure, by repeating a story, commonly told In Ireland. 
It was usual in that country to sweep chimneys by tying a string to the leg of a 
goose, and dragging the unfortunate bir<l^wn the chimney. This practice was 
reprobated by many humane persons, who looked upon the goose as very ill 
treated ; but an honest Irishman having asked what he should use instead of 
the goose, one of the humane gentlemen replied, ' Wky don*t you gtt a eovple tf 
dveks ?*—«nch was the humanity that dictated this measure, which, dweliing 
OB the sufferings of the Climbing Boys, forgot every care for the safety of so- 
ciety, which, considering the few children employed in sweeping chimneys, 
threw out of its protection the nuiny children who should be exposed to the 
hazards of fire, and to be tossed out of the windows." 

This pleasant sally put their Lordships into such good humour, that, to borrow 
a cou|4e of the noble Earl's phrases, the Bill was eitlier ** tossed out of the win- 
dow," or " exposed to the hazard of fire," for aught that I could ever learn of it* 
fate. 

The report of the foregoing debate and deoisioB in the House of Peers was 
published in my newspaper of Mkrek 13, 1819. Under the date of JSpril the 13th 
following, I find this paragraph, written by myself, and for the authenticity of 
which I can as conscientiously vouch, as his Lordship could for the truth of **a 
story commonly told in Ireland :"— * 

*< Yesterday (being Easter Monday), at the Cutlers' Hall, hi this town, th« 
Committee for abolishing the use of Climbing Boys, and bettering the condition 
of Chimney Sweepers* Apprentices, gave their annual dinner to the children 
employed in that business here. Twenty-two were present ; and though the 
lads of this town and neighbourhood Are as well, if not better, than others in 
the like situation elsewhere, their friends here are more and more convinced, 
from experience, observation, and reflection during twelv9 years past, that the 
practice of employing Climbing Boys to sweep chimneys is a national crime as 
well as a national disgrace, and ought to be prohibited. 

'* A boy, about thirteen years of age, who attended the dinner at the CttHm^ 
Ilail, on last Easter Monday, lately same to a ehoeklng and premature Oiid» in 
tbo following maiiner, m we were, on tble occMlon, Inftmned by bis c 
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Tbeir master being asleep in a pablie lioaae« in a yillaf a in DetkyahlM, Ids two 
apprentices, who bad been sweeping io the neighbourhood, were left witli a 
company of fellows who were drinking together, and became the butts of their 
brutal conversation. Among otlier things, it was wantonly proposed to the 
younger apprentice to go up the chimney of the room in which they were sitting, 
while there was a fire in the range. He refused; but the elder, tempted by a 
promise of sixpence, ventured, and was helped up into the flue. Before he 
reached the top, however, the soot fell down in such quantities upon the fire 
below, that the chimney wae soon in a blase, and the poor boy straggled to the 
bottom through the flames, and was dragged out by the legs before he came 
direct upon the live coals in the grate. Ue was so miserably scorched, that he 
died, after lingering three weeks in excruciating torture.*' 

I need not ftirther puraue the history of parliamentary proceedings on this 
subject, in which my friends and I bore our part from time to time, till, during 
the last Session, an Act for the total discontinuance of the evil practice passed 
both Houses, almost without a murmur of opposition, under the direct sanction 
of Her Majesty's Oovecnment. 

Among other intervening means fur eventually bringing to pass this great 
purpose, Mr. Roberts projected the publication of a volume, to be entitled " T%e 
CAtmney Sweepers* Friend^ and Climbing^ Boys* Mbunij** of which he persuaded 
me to undertake the editorship. The first part of the work, when completed, 
contained, in various forms, a summary of such information on the general ques- 
tion as we had been enabled to collect, during seventeen years, from the com* 
mencement of our labours and inquiries. The second part consisted of essays 
and tales, in prose and verse, illustrative of the ujipitied and unalleviated sulfer- 
ings of children, under this unnatural bondage, through nmre than a century 
since its introduction. These were chiefly Airnished, at my solicitation, by 
living authors of distinction. The volume was dedicated, by permission, to His 
Majesty, George IV., and being soon out of print, H new editk>n waa issued at 
York, by a benevolent bookseller, and sold extensively through the northern 
provinces. 

The following small pieces were my quota of contributions to this work. 



October S2, 1810. 



PROLOGUE. A WORD WITH MYSELF. 

I KNOW they scorn the Climbing Boy, 
The gay, the selfish, and the proud ; 

I know his villanons employ 

Is mockery with the thoughtless crowd. 

So be it ; — ^brand with every name 

Of burning infamy his art. 
But let his country bear the shame, 

And feel the iron at her heart. 

I cannot coldly pass him by, 
Stript, wouioded,. lefl by thieves half dead ; 
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Nor see an infimt Lazarus lie 
At rich men's gates, imploring bread. 

A frame as sensitive as mine^ 
limbs moulded in a kindred form, 

A soul degraded yet divine, 
Endear to me my brother-worm. 

He was my equal at his birth, 
A naked, helpless, weeping child ; 

— ^And such are bom to thrones on earth, 
On such hath every mother smiled. 

My equal he will be again, 

Down in that cold, oblivious gloom, 

Where all the prostrate ranks of men 
Crowd, without fellowship, the tomb. 

My equal in the judgment day, 

He shall stand up before the throne. 

When every veil is rent away. 
And good and evil only known. 

And is he not mine equal now ? 

Am I less fall'n from Grod and truth, 
Though ** Wretch" be written on his brow. 

And leprosy consume his youth ? 

If holy nature yet have laws 
Binding on man, of woman bom. 

In her own court I'll plead his cause. 
Arrest the doom, or share the scom. 

Yes, let the scom that haunts his course 
Tum on me like a trodden snake. 

And hiss and sting without remorse. 
If I the fatherless forsake. 
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NO. I. — ^rUB COMPLAINT. 

Who loves the Climbiog Boy ? Who care* 

IfweUoriUIbe? 
Is there a living soul that shares 

A thought or wish with me ? 

I've had no parents since my birth. 

Brothers and sisters none ; 
Ah ! what to me is all this earth 

Where I am only one ? 

I wake and see the morning shine, 

And all around me gay ; 
But nothing I behold is mine, 

No, not the light of day ; — 
No, not the very breath I draw ; 

These limbs are not my o^vn ; 
A master calls me his by law, 

My griefs are mine alone : 

Ah ! these they could not make him feel— - 
Would they themselves had felt ! 

Who bound me to. that man of steel 
Whcttn mercy cannot melt. 

Yet not for wealth or ease I sigh, 

All are not rich or great ; 
Many may be as poor as I, 

But none so desolate. 

For all I know have kin and kind, 
Some home, some hope, some joy ; 

But these I must not look to find,— ■ 
Who knows the Climbing Boy ? 

The world has not a place of rest 

For outcast so forlorn ; 
•Twas all bespoken, all possest, 

Long before I was bom. 
Auction, too, hfe's sweetest cup, 

Goes round from hand to hand. 
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But I am neyer ask'd to 'sup^— 
Out of the ring I stand. 

If kindness beats within my heart. 
What heart will beat again ? 

I coax the dogs, they snarl and start ; 
Brutes are as bad as men. 

The beggar's child may rise above 

The misery of his lot ; 
The gipsy may be loved, and love ; 

Bat I— but I mrm not. 

Hard fare, cold lodgings, cruel toil. 
Youth, health, and strength consume : 

What tree could thrive in such a soil ? 
What flower so scathed could bloom T 

Should I outgrow this crippling work, 
How shall my bread be sought ? 

Must I to other lads turn Turk, 
And teach what I am taught T 

Oh, might I roam with flocks and herds 

In fellowship along ! 
Oh, were I one among the birds. 

All wing, and life, and song ! 

Free with the fishes might I dwell 

Down in the quiet sea ! 
The snail in his cob-castle shell — 

The snail's a king to me ! 

For out he glides in April showers. 
Lies snug when storms prevail ; 

He feeds on fruit, he sleeps on flowers-— 
I wish I was a snail ! 

No, never ; do the worst they can 

I may be happy still ; 
For I was bom to be a man, 

And if I live I will. 
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NO. II. — THE DRKAN. 

I DREAMT ; but what care I for dreams T 

And yet I tremble too ; 
It look'd so like the truth, it seems 

As if it would come true. 

I dreamt that, long ere peep of day, 

I left my cold straw bed. 
And o'er a common far away. 

As if I flew, I fled. ' ^^ 

The tempest hurried me behind 

Like a mill-streafh along ; 
I could have lean'd' against the wind, 

It was so deadly'fetrong. 

The snow — ^I never saw such snow- 
Raged like the sea all round. 

Tossing and tumbling to and fro ; 
I thought I must be drown'd. 

Now up, now down, with main and might 
I plunged through drift and stour ; 

Nothing, no, nothing baulk'd my flight, 
I had a giant's power. 

Till suddenly the storm stood still. 

Flat lay the snow beneath ; 
I curdled to an icicle, 

I could not stii^— not breathe. 

My master found me rooted there ; 

He flogg'd me beck to sense, 
Then pluck'd me up, and by the hair, 

Sheer over ditch and fences- 
He dragg'd, and dragg'd, and drafg'd me or 

For many and many a mile ; 
At a grand house he stopp'd anon ; 

It was a famous pile. 
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Up to the moon it seem'd to rise. 

Broad as the earth to irtaad; 
The building darken*d half the skies. 

Its shadow half the land. 

All round was still — as still as death ; 

I shivering, chattering, stood ; 
And felt the coming, going breath. 

The tingling, freezing blood. 

Soon, at my master's rap, rap, rap. 

The door wide open flew ; 
In went we ; — with a thunder clap 

Again the door bang'd to. 

I trembled, as I've felt a bird 

Tremble within my fist ; 
For none I saw, and none I heard. 

But all was lone and whist. 

The moonshine through the windows show'd 
Long stripes of light and gloom ; 

The carpet with all coburs glow*d, 
Stone men stood round the room : 

Fair pictures in their golden frames. 

And looking-glasses bright ; 
Fine things, I cannot tell their names, 

Dazed and bewitch'd me quite. 

Master soon thwack'd them out my head*— 

The chimney must be swept ! 
Yet in the gijite the coals were red ; 

I stamp'd, and screan^M, and wept. 

I kneePd, I Idau'd his feet, I pzfty*d ; 

For then — ^which shows I dMamt— - 
Methought I ne'er before had made 

The terrible attempt. 

But, as a butoher lifts the iamb 
That struggles for its life. 
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(Far from the rampiDg* bleating dam,) 
Beneath his desperate knife ; 

With his two iron hands he grasp'd 

And hoisted me aloof; 
His naked neck in vain I clasp'd« 

The man was pity-proof. 

So forth he swung me through the space. 

Above the smouldering fire ; 
I never can forget his face. 

Nor his gruff growl, "Go higher." 

As if I climb'd a steep house-side. 

Or scaled a dark draw-well. 
The horrid opening was so wide, 

I had no hold, — I fell : 

Fell on the embers, all my length. 

But scarcely felt their heat. 
When, with a madman's rage and strength* 

I started on my feet ; 

And, ere I well knew what I did. 

Had clear'd the broader vent ; 
From his wild vengeance to be hid» 

I cared not where I went. 

The passage narrow'd as I drew 

Ldmb afler limb by force. 
Working and worming, hke a screwt 

My hard, slow, up-hill course. 

Jlougher than harrow-teeth within. 

Sharp lime and jagged stone 
Stripped my few gaxmeHts, gored the ikiAt 

And grided to the bone. 



GallM, wounded, bleeding, ill at 
Still I was stout at heart ; 

Ifcad, akoalden, dibows, hand*, feet. 
All play'd a stirring part. 
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I cIunbM, and climb'd, and climb'd in vain, 

No Kght at top appeared ; 
No end to darkness, toil, and pain, 

While worse and worse I fear'd. 

I climb'd, and climb'd, and had to climb. 

Yet more and more astray ; 
A hundred years I thought the time, 

A thousand miles the way. 

Strength left me, and breath fail'd at last. 
Then had I headlong dropp'd, 

But the straight funnel wedged me fast. 
So there dead-lock'd I stopp'd. 

I groan'd, I gasp'd, to shriek I tried, 
No sound came from my breast ; 

There was a weight on every side. 
As if a stone-delf press'd. 

Yet still my brain kept beating on 
Through night-mares of all shapes, 

Foul fiends, no sooner come than gone. 
Dragons, and wolves, and apes. 

They gnash'd on me with bloody jaws, 
Chatter'd, and howl'd, and hiss'd : 

They clutchM me with their cat-like claws. 
While off they whirl'd in mist. 

Till, like a lamp-flame, blown away. 

My soul went out in gloom ; 
Thought ceased, and dead-alive I lay, 

Shut up in that black tomb. 

Oh, sweetly on the mother's lap 

Her pretty baby lies, 
And breathes so freely in his nap| 

She can't take off her eyes. 

Ah ! thinks she then, — ah, thinks she not ! 
How soon the time may be 
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When all her love will be forgot, 
And lie a wretch like me ? 

She in her grave at rest may lie, 

And daisies speck the sod, 
Nor see him bleed, nor hear him cry. 

Beneath a ruffian's rod. 

No mother's lap was then my bed, 

O'er me no mother smiled ; 
No mother's arm went round my head, 

— Am I no mother's child ? 

Life, on a sudden, ran me through. 
Light, light, all round me blazed. 

Red flames rush'd roaring up the flue, 
—Flames by my master raised. 

I heard his voice, and ten-fold might 

Bolted through every limb ; 
I saw his face, and shot upright ; 

Brick walls made way from him. 

Swifl as a squirrel seeks the bough 
Where he may turn and look 

Down on the school-boy, chop-fallen now. 
My ready flight I took. 

The fire was quickly quench'd beneath, 
Blue hght above me glanced. 

And air, sweet air, I 'gan to breathe^ 
The blood within me danced. 

I climb'd, and climb'd, and climb'd away, 

Till on the top I stood. 
And saw the glorious dawn of day 

Come down on field and flood. 

Oh, me ! a moment of such joy 

I never knew before ; 
Right happy was the climbing-boy, 

One moment, — ^but no more. 
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Sick, dck I turn*d, the world ran round* 

The stone I stood on broke, 
And plumb I toppled to the ground, 

—Like a scared owl, I woke. 

I woke, but slept again, and dreamed 

The self-same things anew : 
The storm, the snow, the building seem'd 

All true, as daylight's true. 

But, when I tumbled from the top. 

The world itself had flown ; 
There was no ground on which to drop, 

*Twa9 emptiness alone. 

On winter nights Fve seen a star 

Leap headlong from the sky ; 
IVe watch'd the hghtning from afar 

Flash out of heaven and die. 

So, — ^but in darkness, — so I fell 

Through nothing to no place. 
Until I saw the flames of hell 

Shoot upward to my &ce. 

Down, down, as with a millnstone weight, 
I plunged right through their smoke ! 

To cry for mercy 'twas too late, — 
They seized me, — ^I awoke : 

Woke, slept, and dream'd the Uke again 
The third time, through and through. 

Except the winding up ; — ah ! then 
I wish it had been true. 

For when I climb'd into the air, 

Spring-breezes flapt me round ; 
Green hills, and dales, and woods were there. 

And May-flowers on the ground. 

The moon was waning in the west. 
The clouds were golden red ; 
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The lark, a mile above his nest, 
Was cheering o'er my head. 

The stars had vanish'd, all but one, 

The darling of the sky, 
That glitter'd like a tiny sun. 

No bigger than my eye. 

I look'd at this, — I thought it smiled. 

Which made me feel so glad. 
That I became another child, • 

And not the climbing lad : 

A child as fair as you may see. 

Whom soot has never soil'd 
As rosy-cheek'd as I might be 

If I had not been spoil'd. 

Wings, of themselves, about me grew, 

And, free as morning-light, 
Up to that single star I flew, 

So beautiful and bright. 

Through the blue heaven I stretchM my hand 

To touch its beams, — it broke 
Like a sea-bubble on the sand ; 

Then all fell dark.— I woke. 



NO. ni. EASTER-MONDAY AT SHEFFIELD 

Yes, there are some that think of me ; 

The blessing on their heads ! I say ; 
May all their lives as happy be. 

As mine has been with them tO'day ! 

When I was sold, from Lincolnshire 
To this good town, I heard a noise. 

What merry-making would be here 
At Easter-tide, for climbing boys. 
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'TwBs Strange, because where I had been. 
The better people cared no nuNre 

For such as me, than had thejr seen 
A young crab crawling on their shore. 

WeU, Easter came ; — ^in all the knd 
Was e'er a 'prentice lad so fine ! 

A bran-new suit at second-hand, 

Cap, shoes, and stockings, all were mine. 

The tjoat was green, the waistcoat red. 
The breeches leather, white and clean ; 

I thought I must go off ray head, 
I could have jump'd out of my skin. 

All Sunday through the streets I stroll'd. 

Fierce as a turkey-cock, to see 
How aU the people, young and old. 

At least I thought so, look'd at me. 

At night, upon my truss of straw. 

Those gaudy clothes hung round the room; 
By moon-glimpse oft their shapes I saw 

Like bits of rainbow in the gloom. 

Yet scarce I heeded them at all, 
Ahhoughl never slept a wink ; 

The feast, next day, at Cutlers' Hall, 
Of that I could not help but think. 

Wearily trail'd the night away ; 

Between the watchman and the clock, 
1 thought it never would be day ; 

At length out-crew the earliest cock. 

A second answer'd, then a third. 
At a long distance,— one, two, three,*— 

A dozen more in turn were heard ; 
*— I crew among the rest for glee. 

Up gat we, I and little Bill* 
And donnM our n«west and our bett ; 



mC CLIHBIN6 boy's SOLILOQUIES. 



Nay, let the proud say what they will, 
As grand as fiddlers we were drest. 

We left our litter in the nook, 

And washM ourselves as white as snow ; 
On brush and bag we scom'd to look, 

— ^It was a holiday, you know. 

What ail'd me then I could not tell, 
I yawn'd the whole forenoon away, 

And hearkenM while the vicar's beU 

Went ding dong, ding dong, pay, pay, pay ! 

The clock struck twelve — ^I love the twelves 
Of all the hours 'twixt sun and moon ; 

For then poor lads enjoy themselves, 
— ^We sleep at midnight, rest at noon. 

nU noon was not a resting time ! 

At the first stroke we started all. 
And, while the tune rang through the chime, 

Muster'd, like soldiers, at the hall. 

Not much like soldiers in out gait ; 

Yet never soldier, in his life. 
Tried, as he march'd, to look more straight 

Than Bill and I,—- to drum and £&• 

But now I think on't, what with scars. 
Lank, bony limbs, and spavin'd feet, 

like broken soldiers jfirom the wars. 
We limp'd, yet strutted through the tCreeC. 

Then, while our meagre, motley crew 
Came from all quarters of the town. 

Folks to their doors and windows flew ; 
I thought the world tum'd upside down. 

For now, instead of oaths and jeers» 
The sauce that I have found elsewhere, 

Kind words, and^nnites, and hearty ehiers 
Met usr^^wfth faal^penea hM« and there. 
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The mothers held their babies high, 
To chuckle at our hobbling train. 

But clipt them close while we went by ; 
— ^I heard their kisses fall like rain, — 

And wiped my cheek, that never felt 
The sweetness of a mother's kiss ; 

For heart and eyes began to melt, 
And I was sad, yet pleased, with this. 

At Cutlers' Hall we found the crowd. 
That shout the gentry to their feast ; 

They made us way, and bawl'd so loud. 
We might have been young lords at%ast. 

We enter'd, twenty lads and more. 
While gentlemen, and ladies too. 

All bade us welcome at the door, 

And kindly ask'd us, — ^** How d'ye do?" 

«* Bravely," I answer'd, but my eye 
Prickled, and leak'd, and twinkled still ; 

I long'd to be alone, to cry, 
— ^To be alone, and cry my fill. 

Our other lads were blithe and bold. 
And nestling, nodding as they sat, 
« Till dinner came, their tales they told. 
And talk'd of this, and laugh'd at that. 

I pluck'd up courage, gaped, and gazed 
On the fine room, fine folks, fine things. 

Chairs, tables, knives, and forks, amazed. 
With pots and platters fit for kings. 

Roast-beef, plum-pudding, and what not. 
Soon smoked beforp us, — such a size. 

Giants their dinners might have got ; 
We open'd all our mouths and eyes. 

Anon, upon the board, a stroke 

Wam'd each to stand up in his place ; 
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One of our generous friends then spoke 
Three or four words — they call'd it Oruo$. 

I think he said — ** God bless our food !" 
— Oft had I heard that name, in tones 

Which ran Uke ice, cold through my blood, 
And made the flesh creep on my bones. 

But now, and with a power so sweet, 
The name of God went through my heart. 

That my Hps trembled to repeat 
Those words, and tears were fain to tUMXU 

Tears, words, were in a twinkle gone. 
Like sparrows whirring through the street, 

When, at a sign, we all fell on. 
As geese in stubble, to our meat. 

The large plum-puddings first were carved, 
And well we younkers plied them o'er ; 

You would have thought we had been Btarred, 
Or were to 6e,— * month or more. 

Next the roast-beef Hew reeking round 

In glorious slices, mark ye that ! 
The dishes were with gravy drovm'd ; 

A sight to make a weasel fat. 

A great meat-pie, a good meat-pie. 

Baked in a cradle-length of tin. 
Was open'd, emptied, scoop'd so dry, 

You might have seen your face within. 

The ladies and the gentlemen < 

Took here and there with us a seat ; 

They might be hungry, too, — ^but then 
We gave them little time to eat. 

Their arms were busy helping us. 
Like cobblers' elbows at their work, . 

Or see-saw, see-saw, thus and thus ; 
A merry gome at knife and fork. 
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Ohihen the din, the deafening din, 
Of plates, cans, crockery, spoons and knires, 

And waiters running out and in ; - 
We might be eating for our lives. 

Such feasting I had never seen, 

So presently had got enough ; 
The rest, like fox-hounds, stanch and keen. 

Were made of more devouring stuff 

They cramm*d like cormorants their claws. 
As though they never would have done ; 

It was a feast to watch their jaws 
Grind, and grow weary, one by one. 

But there*s an end to every thing ; 

And this grave dinner pass'd away, 
I wonder if great George our king 

Has such a dinner every day. 

Chrace after meat again was said, 
And my good feelings sprang anew. 

But at the sight of gingerbread, 
Wine, nuts, and oranges, they flew. 

So while we took a turn with these, 

Almost forgetting we had dined ; 
As though we might do what we please. 

We loll'd, and joked, and told our mind. 

Now I had time, if not before, 

To take a peep at every lad ; 
I counted 4hem to twenty-four. 

Each in his EaSter-finery clad. 

All wash'd and clean as clean could be. 
And yet so dingy, marr'd, and grim, 

A mole with half an eye might see 
Our craft in every look and limb. 

All shapes but straight ones you might And, 
As sapling-furs on the high moors. 
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Black, stunted, crook'd, through which the wind, 
Like a wild bull, all winter roars. 

Two toddling five-year olds were there, 
TTwins, that had just begun to climb. 

With cherry-cheeks, and curly hair, 
And skins not yet engrain'd with grime. 

I wish'd, I did, that they might die, 
Like " Babes i' th' Wood," the little slaves. 

And " Robin redbreast" painfully 
Hide them "with leaves," for want of gravi 

Rather than live, like me, and weep 
To think that ever they were bom ; 

Toil the long day, and from short sleep 
Wake to fresh miseries every mom. 

Gay as young goldfinches in spring. 
They chirp'd and peck'd, top-full of joy, 

As if it was some mighty thing 
To be a chimney-sweeper's boy. 

And so it is, on such a day 

As welcome Easter brings us here, 

— ^In London, too, the first of May, — 
But oh, what is it all the year ! 

Close at a Gluaker-lady's side, 

Sate a young girl ; — I know not how 

I felt when me askance she eyed, 
And a quick blush flew o'er her brow. 

For then, just then, I caught a face 

Fair, — ^but I oft had seen it black, 
And mark'd the owner's tottering pace 

Beneath a vile t\'>bushel sack. 

Oh ! had I known ii was a lass, 
Could I have scom'd her with her load ? 

— ^Next time we meet, she shall not pass 
Without a Uft along the road. 
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Her mother»<— mother but in name ! 

Brought her to-day to dine with us : 
Her father, — she's 1^ 'prentice :— ehame 

On both, to use their daughter thus ! 

Well, / shall grow, and she will grow 

Older, — ^it inay be taller, — ^yet; 
And if she'll smile on me, I Imow 

Poor Poll shall be poor Reuben*s pet. 

Time, on his two unequal legs. 

Kept crawling round the church-clock'a free. 
Though none could see him shift his pegs. 

Each was for ever changing place. 

Oh, why are pleasant hours so short ? 

And why are wretched ones so long ? 
They fly like swallows when we sport. 

They stand like mules when all goes wrong. 

Before we parted, one kind friend. 

And then another, talk'd so free ; 
They went from table-end to end. 

And spoke to each, and spoke to me. 

Books, pretty books, with pictures in. 
Were given to those who learn to read, 

Which show'd them how to flee from sin. 
And to be happy boys indeed. 

These climbers go to Sunday-schools, 
And bear what things to do or shun. 

Get good advice, and golden rules 
For all their lives, — ^but I'm not one. 

Nathless FU go next Sabbath day 
Where masters, without thrashing, teach 

Lost children how to read, and pray. 
And sing, and hear the parsons preach. 

For I'm this day determined — not 
With bad companions to grow old. 
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But, weal or wo, whate'er my lot, 
To mind what oar good friends have told. 

They told us thin.Trs I never knew 

Of Him who heaven and earth did make ; 

And my heart felt their words were true, 
It bum'd within me while they spake. 

Can I forget that God is love. 
And sent his son to dwell on earth 1 

Or that our Saviour from above 
Lay in a manger at his birth, — 

Grew up in humble poverty, 
A life of grief and sorrow led ? 

No home to comfort Him had He ; 
No, not a place to lay his head. 

Yet He was merciful and kind, 
Heal'd with a touch all sort of haims ; 

The sick, the lame, the deaf, the blind ; 
And took young children in his amir. 

Then He was kill'd by wicked men, 
And buried in a deep stone cave ; 

But of Himself He rose again, 
On Easter-Sunday, from the grave. 

Caught up in clouds, — at God's right &ai d, 
In heaven He took the highest place ; 

There dying Stephen saw him stand, 
—Stephen, who had an angel's face. 

He loves the poor. He always did ; 

Th© little ones are still his care ; 
I'll seek Him,— -let who will focbidr-- 

I'll go to Him this night in praj«r. 

OJi, soundly, soundly should I sleep, 
And think no more of sudsings pastt 

If God would only bleas, and keep. 
And make ras hisy— bis own* at list 

Should, Ma^h, IflBI. 
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IMITATIONS OF THE PSALMS. 



la tlM Mlowing imiutioM of porUou of the true ** S^ngs 1/ Z<m," Um avtbor 
pretends not to tasTe succeeded better than any that have fone before him ; bat, 
haring followed in the track of none, he would Tenture to hope, that, by avoid- 
inf the rufged literalhy of some, and the dUniahre paraphrases of others, he 
may, hi m few instances, have approached nearer than either of them have 
generally done to the ideal model of what devotional poems, in a modern tongue, 
grounded upon the subjects of ancient psalms, yet suited for Clirlstian edifica- 
tion, ought to be. Beyond this he dare not say more than that, whatever symp- 
toms of feebleness or bad taste may be betrayed in the execution of these pieces, 
he oflbrs not to the public the premature fruits of idleness or baste. 80 ftr as 
he recollects, he has endeavoured to do his best, and, in doing so, he has never 
hesitated to sacrifice ambitious ornament to simplicity, cleamess, and force of 
thought and expression. IC in the event, it shall be found that he has added a 
little to the small national stock of " psalms and hymns, and spiritual songs," in 
which piety speaks the language of poetry, and poetry the language of inspira- 
tion, he trusts that he will be humbly contented and unfeignedly thankAil. 



PSALM I. 

Thrice happy he, who shunrihe way 
That leads ungodly men astray ; 
Who fears to stand where sinners meet, 
Nor with the scomer takes his seat. 

The law of God is his delight ; 
That cloud by day, that fire by night. 
Shall be his comfort in distress. 
And guide him through the wilderness. 
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His works shall prosper ; — ^he shall be 
A fruitful, fair, unwithering tree. 
That, planted where the river flows. 
Nor drought, nor frost, nor mildew knows* 

Not so the wicked ; — ^they are cast 
like chafi* upon the eddying blast ; 
In judgment they shall quake for dread* 
Nor with the righteous lift their head. 

For God hath spied their secret path, 
And they shall perish in his wrath ; 
He too hath mark'd his people's road, 
And brings them to his own abode. 



PSALM in. 

The Tempter to my soul hath said, 
" There is no help in God for thee :" 

Lord 1 lift thou up thy servant's head. 
My -glory, shield, and solace be. 

Thus to the Lord I raised my cry ; 

He heard me from his holy hill ; 
At his command the waves roll'd by ; 

He beckon'd, and the winds were still. 

I laid me down and slept ; — ^I woke ; 

Thou, Lord ! my spirit didst sustain ; 
Bright from the east the morning broke. 

Thy comforts rose on me again. 

I will not fear, though armed throngs 
Compass my steps, in all their wrath : 

Salvation to the Lord belongs ; 
His presence guards his people's path 
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PSALM IV.— No. 1- 

How ion;, ye sons of men,iri]l jn 
The seirant of the Lord despise. 

Delight yourselves with vanity. 
And trust in refuges of lies ? 

Know thai the Lord hath set apart 

The godly man in every age : 
He loves a meek and lowly heart ; 

His people are his heritage. 

Then stand in awe» nor dare to sin ; 

Commune with your own heart ; be still ; 
The Lord requireth truth within, 

The sacrifice of mind and will. 



PSALM IV.—No, 2. 

While many cry, in Nature's night," 
Ah ! who will show the way to Uiss ? 

Lord ! lift on us thy saving light ; 
We seek no other guide than this. 

Gladness thy sacred presence brings. 
More than the joyful reaper knows ; 

Or he who treads the grapes, and sings. 
While with new wine his vat o'^rflowa. 

In peace I lay me down to sleep ; 

Thine arm, O Lord I shall stay my head, 
Thine angel spread his tent, and keep 

His midnight watch aiound my bed. 
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PSALM Vffl. 

O Lord, our King ! how excellent 

Th> name on earth is known ! 
Thy gloiy in the firrnament 

How wonderfully shown ! 

Yet are the humhle dear to Thee ; 

Thy praises are confest 
By infants lisping on the knee, 

And sucklings at the breast. 

When I behold. the heavens on high. 

The work of thy right hand ; 
The moon and stars amid the sky, 

Thy lights in every land : — 

Lord ! what is man, that thou shouldst deign 

On him to set thy love. 
Give him on earth a while to reign. 

Then fill a throne above ? 

O Lord, how excellent thy name ! 

How manifold thy ways ! 
Let Time thy saving truth prockiim. 

Eternity thy praise. 



PSALM XI. 

The Lord is in his holy place. 

And from his throne on high 
He looks upon the human race 

With omnipresent eye. 

He proves the righteous, marks their path ; 

In him the weak are strong ; 
But violence provokes his wrath. 

The Lord abhorreth wrong. 
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God on the wicked will rain down 
Brimstone, and fire, mnd snares ; 

The gloom and tempest of his frown ; 
— ^This portion shall be theirs. 

The righteous Lord will take delight 

Alone in righteousness ; 
The just are pleasing in his sight, 

The humble He will bless. 



PSALM XV. 

Lord ! who is he that shall abide 

Within thy tabernacle here ? 
Who on thy holy hill reside ? 

— ^He that maintains a conscience dear 

He that in his uprightness walks, 
Who from his heart the truth will tell 

Of others ne'er malignly talks. 
Nor lets his tongue on slanders dwell: 

He who his neighbour never wrongs, 
But, while the base ones are abhorred 

Pays the high honour that belongs 
To those who fear and love the Lord : — 

He that to his own hurt will swear. 
Nor change his word, his covenant break ; 

Nor lend on usury to ensnare. 
Nor bribes to slay the righteous take i'^ 

He who doth these shall not be moved. 
For God will sutely him uphold, 

Attd bring, when in the furnace tried. 
Forth from the fire, mfined like gdid. 
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PSALM XIX.— No. 1. 

Tht glory, Lord ! the heaTens dechie, 
TJie firmament displays thy skill ; 

The changing clouds, the viewless air, 
Tempest and calm thy word fulfil ; 

Day unto day doth utter speech, 

And night to night thy knoAvledge teach. 

Though voice nor sound inform the ear. 
Well known the language of their song. 

When one hy one the stars appear, 
Led hy the silent moon along, 

Till round the earth, from all the sky. 

Thy heauty beams on every eye. 

Waked by thy touch, the morning sun 
Comes Hke a bridegroom from his bower. 

And, like a giant, glad to run 

His bright career with speed and power ; 

— ^Thy flaming messenger, to dart 

Ufe through the depth of Nature's heart. 

While these transporting visions shine 

Along the path of Providence, 
Glory eternal, joy divine. 

Thy word reveals, transcending 
—My soul thy goodness longs to see. 
Thy love to man, thy love to me. 



PSALM xn:.-^o. 2. 

Tht law is perfect, Lord of light ! 

Thy testimonies sure ; 
The statutes of thy leafan tti tight* 

And thy oommftndment {niTt. 
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Holy, inTiolate thy fear» 

Ekidaxing as thy throne ; 
Thy judgments, chastening or seTeie, 

Justice and truth alone. 

More prized than gdd,— than gold whose waste 

Refining fire expels ; 
Sweeter tluin honey to my taste. 

Than hcmey from the cells. 

Let these, O God ! my soul conrert. 

And make thy servant wise ; 
Let these be gladness to my heart. 

The day-spring to mine eyes. 

By these may I be wam'd betimes ; 

Who knows the guile within ? 
Lord ! save me from presumptuous crimes, 
• Cleanse me from secret sin ! 

So may the words my lips express, 
The thoughts that throng my mind, 

O Lord, my strength and righteousness ! 
With thee acceptance find. 



PSALM XX. 

Jbhotah hear thee in the day 

Of thine adversity ; 
The God of Jacob be thy stay. 

His name thy stronghold be : — 

Help from his sanctuary send. 
Strength from his holy hill ; 

Accept thy vows, thy prayers attend. 
Thy heart's desires fulfil. 

In thy deUverance we rejoice, 
And in Jehovah's name 
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lift up our banners and our Toice, 
His triumphs to proclaim* 

Now know we that the Lord will hear 

His own Anointed One, 
And rescue him from every fear ; 

—So let his will be done. 

While some in chariots put their trust, 

On horses some rely, 
Those shall be broken, these like dust 

Before the whirlwind fly. 

But we remember God alone. 
And hope in Him, whose hand 

Will raise us up though oTerthrown, 
Though fall'n wiH make us stand. 

Qod save the King, — the people save ! 

Lord ! hear a nation's cries : 
From death redeem us, and the gmve. 

To life beyond the skies* 



PSALM XXTTT. 

The Lord is my shepherd, no want shall I know ; 

I feed in green pastures, safe-folded I rest ; 
He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow. 

Restores me when wandering, redeems when opprest. 

Through the valley and shadow of death though I stray. 
Since Thou art my guardian, no evil I fear ; 

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay. 
No harm can befall, with my Comforter near. 

In the midst of affliction my table is spread, 

With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er ; 

With perfume and oil Thou anointest my head ; 
O what shall I ask of thy Providence more ! 
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Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God ! 

Still follow my steps till I meet Thee aboTe ; 
I seek^— by the path which my forefathers trod 

Through the land of their sojourn, — thy kingdom of kite. 



PSALM XXIV.— No. I. 

Thk earth is thine, Jehovah ! — thine 
Its peopled realms and wealthy stores ; 

Built on the flood, by power divine, 
The waves are ramparts to the shores. 

But who shall reach thine holy place. 
Or who, O Lord ! ascend thine hill ? 

The pure in heart shall see thy face. 
The perfect man that doth thy will. 

He who to bribes hath closed his hand. 

To idob never bent the knee. 
Nor sworn in falsehood, — He shall stand 

Redeemed, and own'd, and kept by Thee. 



PSALM XXIV.— No. 2. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates ! and wide 
Your everlasting doors dispky ; 

Y'e ai\gel-guards ! like flames divide. 
And give the King of Glory way. 

Who is the King of Glory ?— He, 
The Lord Omnipotent to save. 

Whose own right arm in victory 

Led captive death, and spoiPd the gmve. 

Lift up. your heads, ye gates ! and high 
Your everlasting portals heave ; 

Welcome the king of Glory nigh ; 
Him let the heaven of heavens receive. 
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Who is the King of Glory t— Who T 
The Lord of Hosts ;•— -behold his name ; 

The kingdom, power, and honour due 
Yield Him, ye saints, with glad acclaim. 



PSALM XXIV.—No. 1. 
(the second version.) 

The earth is God's with all its stores, 
The world and all therein that be ; 

Upon the flood He fix'd the shores. 
And gave his law unto the sea. 

His holy mountain who shall climb, 
Or tread his courts without offence ? 

— ^He who hath cleansed his heart from crime^ 
And wash'd his hands in innocence :— 

From vanity hath tum'd his eyes, 

Nor put to shame his neighbour's trust, 

Practised deceit, or utter'd lies ; — 
He that is upright, pure, and just. 

These shall enjoy Jehovah's grace ; 

To them his mercy shall be shown ; 
For these are they that seek thy face ; 

These, God of Jacob ! Thou wilt own. 



PSALM XXIV.~No. 2. 

(the second veksion.) 

Lift ujp your heads, ye gates ! behold 
The King of Glory draweth nigh ; 

Ye everlasting doors ! unfold 

And give Him welcome to the sky. 
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Who is this King of Ghryi — ^whoT 
— JehoTiUiy strong and mighty;— He 

His foes in battle overthrew, 
And crewn*d Himself with victory. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates ! on high ; 

Eternal doors ! throw wide your leaves ; 
The King of Glory draweth nigh. 

And Him the heaven of heavens receive. 

Who is this King of Glory, — say ? 

— ^Tha Lord of Hosts, whom we proclaim ; 
He is the King of Glory : — they 

That know his power wiV fear his Name* 



PSALM XXVIL— No. 1. 

God is my strong salvation. 

What foe have I to fear ? 
In darkness and temptation. 

My light, my help is near : 
Though hosts encamp around me. 

Firm to the fight I stand ; 
What terror can confound me. 

With God at my right hand ? 

Place <m the Lord reliance. 

My soul, with courage wait ; 
His truth be thine affiance, . 

When faint and desolate : 
His might thine heart shall strengthen. 

His love thy joy increase ; 
Mercy thy days ^udl lengthen ; 

—The Lord will give thee peace 



PSALM XXVn— No. 2. 

On» thing, with all my soul's desifv* 

I sought and will pursue ; 
What thine own Spirit doth inspire, 

Lovd ! for thy servant da 

Grant me within thy courts a phce» 

Anumg thy saints a seat. 
For erer to behold thy face, 

And worship at thy feet : — 

In thy parilion to abide, 
When storms of trouble blow. 

And in thy tabernacle hide, 
Secure frcmi every foe. 

** Seek ye my face ;" — ^without delay. 
When thus I hear Thee speak. 

My heart would leap for joy, and say, 
"Thy face, Lord, will I seek." 

Then leave me not when griefs assail. 
And earthly con):forts flee ; 

When father, mother, kindred fiul. 
My God ! remember me. 

Oft had I fainted, and resigned 

Of every, hc^e my hold, 
Bui mine afflictions loot^ht to mind 

Thy benefits of old. 

Wait on the Lord, with courage wait ; 

My soul ! disdain to fear ; 
The righteous Judge is at the gate, 

And thy redemption near 
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PSALM XXTX. 



GiTK glory to God in the highest ! give piaiae, 
Te noble, ye mighty« with joyful accord ; 

All-wise are his counsels, all-perfect his ways ; 
In the beauty of holiness worship the Loid ! 

The Toice of the Lord on the ocean is known, 
The God of eternity thundereth abroad ; 

The 7oice of the Lord, from the depth of his throne. 
Is terror and power ; — all nature is aw'd. 

At the voice of the Lord the cedars are bow*d, 

And towers from their base into ruin are hurl'd ; 

The voice of the Lord, from the dark-bosom'd cloud, 

' Dissevers the lightning in flames o*er the world. 

See Lebanon bound, like the kid on his rocks. 
And wild as the unicorn Sirion appear : 

The wilderness quakes with the resonant shocks ; 
The hinds cast their young in the travail of fear. 

The voice of the Lord through the calm of the wood 
Awakens its echoes, strikes light through its caves ; 

The Lord sitteth King on the turbulent flood ; 
The winds are his servants, his servants the waves. 

The Lord is the strength of his people ; the Lord 
Gives health to his people, and peace evermore ; 

Then throng to his temple, his glory record, 
But, oh ! when he speaketh, in silence adore 



PSALM XXX. 

Yea, I will extol Thee, 
Lord of life and light ! . 

For thine arm upheld me, 
Tum'd my foes to flight : 
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I implored thy succour, 
Thou wert swift to save, 

Heal my wounded spirit, 
Bring me from the grave. 

Sing, ye saints, sing praises ! 

Call his love to mind : 
For a moment angry,* 

But for ever kind : 
Grief may, like a stranger. 

Through the night sojourn, 
Yet shall joy to-morrow 

With the sun return. 

(n my wealth I vaunted, 

" Naught shall move me hence ;•' 
rhou hadst made my mountain 

Strong in thy defence : 
— ^Then thy face was hidden. 

Trouble laid me low, 
" Lord," I cried, most humbly, 

** Why forsake me so ? 

•* Would my blood appease Thee, 

In atonement shed ? 
Can the dust give glory, — 

Praise employ the dead ? 
Hear me. Lord ! in mercy ; 

God, my helper, hear ;" 
■—Long Thou didst not tarry. 

Help and health were near. 

Thou hast tum'd my mourning 

Into minstrelsy. 
Girded me with gladness. 

Set from thraldom free : 
Thee my ransom'd powers 

Henceforth shall adore, — 
Thee, my great Deliverer, 

Bless for evermore ! 
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PSALM XXXIX. 

Lord ! let me know mine end« 
My days, how brief their date, 

That I may timely comprehend 
How frail my best estate. 

My life is but a span, 

Mine age as nattght with Thee ; 
Man, in his higher honoor, mtn 

Is dust and vanity. 

A shadow even in heahh. 

Disquieted with pride, 
Or rack'd with care, he heaps up wealth 

Which unknown heirs divide. 

What seek I now, O Lord ? 

My hope is in thy name ; 
Blot out my sins fnnn thy record. 

Nor give me np to shame. 

Dumb at thy feet I lie. 

For Hiou hast brought me few : 
Remove thy judgments, lest I die ; 

I faint beneath thy blow. 

At thy rebuke, the bloom 
Of man's vain beauty flies ; 

And grief shall, like a moth, consume ^ 
All that delights our eyes. 

Have pity on my fears. 

Hearken to my request, 
Turn not in silence from my tears. 

But give the mourner rest. 

A stranger. Lord ! with Thee, 

I walk on pilgrimage. 
Where all my fethers once, like me^ 

Sojoum'd from age to age. 



SONGS OF zion; 



O spare me yet, I pray ! 

Awhile my strength restore, 
Ere I am sammon'd hence away, 

And seen on earth no more. 



PSALM XLIL— No. 1. 

As the hart, with eager looks, 
Panteth for the water-hrooks, 
So my soul, athirst for Thee, 
Pants the living God to see : 
When, O when, with filial fear. 
Lord ! shall I to Thee draw near ? 

Tears my food hy night, hy day 
Grief consumes my strength away ; 
While his craft the Tempter plies, 
" Where is noV thy God ?" he cries ; 
This would sink me to despair, 
But I pour my soul in prayer. 

For in happier times I went 
Where the multitude frequent : 
I,* with them, was wont to hring 
Homage to thy courts, my King ! 
I, with them, was wont to raise 
Festal hymns on holy days. 

Why art thou cast down, my soul? 
God, thy God, shall make thee whole : 
Why art thou disquieted ? 
God shall Hft thy fallen head ; 
And his countenance henign 
Be the saving health of thine. 
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PSALM XUL— No. «. 

HxARXEN, Lord, to my coinpIaint8« 
For my soul within me faints ; 
Thee, &r off, I call to mind. 
In the land I left behind, 
Where the streams of Jordan flow. 
Where the heights of Hermon glow 

Tempest-tost, my Ming bark 
Founders on the ocean dark ; 
Deep to deep around me calls, 
With the rush of water-falls ; 
While I plunge to lower cares, 
Overwhelm'd by all thy waves. 

Once the morning's earliest light 
Brought thy mercy to my sight, 
And my wakeful song was heard 
Later than the evening bird ; 
Hast Thou all my prayers forgot ? 
Dost Thou scorn, or hear them not ? 

Why, my soul, art thou perplex'd ? 
Why with feithless trouble vex'd t 
Hope in <5od, whose saving name 
Thou shalt joyfully proClakti, 
When his countenance shall shine 
Through the clouds that darken thine. 



PSALM XLin— No. 8. 

[continuation of psauh ZLn.3 

Judge me, Lord, in righteousness ; 
Plead for me in my distress : 
Good and merciful Thou art, 
Bind this bleeding, broken heart ; 
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Cast me not despuring hence. 
Be thy hre my confidence. 

Send thy light and truth to guide 
Me, too prone to turn aside, 
On thy holy hill to rest. 
In thy tabernacles blest ; 
There, to God, my chiefest joy, 
Praise shall all my powers employ. 

Why, my soul, art thou dismay'd ? 
Why of earth or hell afraid T 
Trust in God ; — disdain to yield. 
While o'er thee He casts his shield, 
And his countenance divine 
Sheds the light of Heaven on thine. 



PSALM XLVL— No. 1. 

God is our refuge and defence. 

In trouble our unfailing aid ; 
Secure in his omnipotence, 

What foe can make our soul afraid? 

Yea, though the earth's foundations rock. 
And mountains down the gulf be hurl'd, 

EQs people smile amid the shock. 
They look beyond this tmnsient world. 

There is a river pure and bright, 

Whose streams make glad the heavenly plaint ; 
Where, in eternity of light, 

The city of our God remains. 

Built by the word of his commttnd. 

With his unclouded pvesence Uest, 
Finn as hit throM the bolwtiks stand ; 

There is our heaije> oar hope, oisr test. 
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Thither let fervent faith aspire ; 

Oar treasure and our heart be there : 
Oh for a seraph's wing of fire 1 

No,— on the mightier wings of prayer,— 

We reach at once the last retreat. 
And, ranged among the ransom'd throng, 

Fall with the Elders at his feet. 

Whose name alone inspires their song. 

Ah, soon, how soon ! our spirits droop ; 

Unwont the air of heaven to breathe : 
Yet Gfod in very deed will stoop. 

And dwell Himself with men beneath. 

Come to thy living temples, then. 
As in the ancient times appear ; 

Let earth be paradise again. 

And man, O God I tUne image here. 



PSALM XLVL— No. 2. 

Comb and behold tjie works of God, 

What desolations he will make ; 
In vengeance when He wields his rod. 
The heathen rage, their kingdoms quake : 
He utters forth his voice ; — 'tis felt ; 
Like wEuc the world's foundations melt ; 
The Lord of Hosts is in the field. 
The God of Jacob is our shield. 

Again he maketh wars to cease, 

He breaks the bow, unpoints the spei&. 
And bums the chariot ; — joy and peace 
In all his glorious march appear : 
Silence, O Earth ! thy Maker own ; 
Ye Gentiles, He is God alone ; 
The Lord of Hosts is in the field, 
The God of Jacob is our shield. 
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PSALM XLVIL 

Extol the Lord, the Lord most high. 

King over all the earth ; 
Exalt his triumphs to the sky 

In songs of sacred mirth. 

Where'er the sea-ward rivers run. 

His hanner shall advance, 
And every realm beneath the sun 

Be his inheritance. 

• 

God is gone up with loud acclaim. 
And trumpets* tuneful voice ; 

Sing praise, sing praises to his name ; 
Sing praises, and rejoice ! 

Sing praises to our God ! sing praise 

To every creature's King ! 
His wondrous works, his glorious ways, 

All tongues, all kindred sing. 

God sits upon his holy throne, 
God o'er the heathen reigns ; 

His truth through all the world is known. 
That truth his throne sustains. 

Princes around his footstool throng, 

Kings in the dust adore ; 
Earth and her shields to God belong : 

Sing praises evermore ! 



PSALM XLVIII. 

Jehovah is great, and great be his praise ; 

In the city of God He is King ; 
Pioclaim ye his triumphs in jubilant lay«« 

On the mount of his hohness am^. 
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The joy of the eaith, from her beautiful height. 

Is ZioD^s impregnable hill ; 
The Lord in her temple still taketh delight, 

God reigns in her palaces still. 

At the sight of her splendour, the kings of the earth 
Grew pale with amazement and dread ; 

Fear seized them like pangs of a premature birth ; 
They came, they beheld her, and fled. 

Thou breakest the ships from the sea-circled climes. 
When the storm of thy jealousy lowers ; 

As our fathers have told of thy deeds, in their times. 
So, Lord, have we witn&s'd in ours. 

In the midst of thy temple, O God ! hath our mind 

Bemember'd thy mercy of old ; 
Let thy name, like thy praise, to no realm be confined; 

Thy power may all nations behold. 

Let the daughters of Judah be glad for thy lore. 

The mountain of Zion rejoice, 
For Thou wilt estabUsh her seat from above, 

— ^Wilt make her the throne of thy choice. 

Go, walk about Zion, and measure the length, 
Her walls and her bulwarks mark well ; 

Contemplate her palaces, glorious in strength. 
Her towers and their pinnacles tell. 

Then say to your children : — Our stronghold is tried ; 

This God is our God to the end ; 
His people for ever his counsels shall guide, 

His arm shall for ever defend. 



PSALM LI. 

Have mercy on me, O my God ! 

In loving-kindness hear my prayer ; 
Withdraw the terror of thy rod ; 

Lord ! in thy tender mercy, spare. 
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Ofiences rise where'er I look ; 

But I confess their guilt to Thee : 
Blot my transgressions from thy book. 

Cleanse me from mine iniquity. 

Whither from vengeance can I run ? 

Just are thy judgments, Lord, and right : 
For all the evil I have done, 

I did it only in thy sight. 

Shapen in frailty, bom in sin. 
From error how shall I depart ? 

Lo, thou requirest truth within ; 
Lord ! write thy truth upon my heart. 

Me through the blood of sprinkling make 
Pure from defilement, white as snow a 

Heal me for my Redeemer's sake ; 
Then joy and gladness I shall know. 

A perfect heart in me create, 
Renew my soul in innocence ; 

Cast not the suppliant from thy gate. 
Nor take thine Holy Spirit hence. 

Thy consolations, as of old. 

Now to my troubled mind restore ; 
By thy free Spirit's might uphold 

And guide my steps, to fadl no more. 
Then sinners will I teach thy ways. 

And rebels to thy sceptre bring ; 
—Open my lips, O God ! in praise. 

So shall my mouth thy goodness sing. 

Not streaming blood, nor purging fire. 

Thy righteous anger can appease ; 
Bumt-of!erings thou dost not require, 

Or gladly I would render these. 
The broken heart in sacrifice. 

Alone may thine acceptance meet ; 
My heart, O God ! d6 not despise. 

Broken and contrite, at thy feet 
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PSALM LXra. 

O QoD ! Thou art my God alone. 
Early to Thee my soul shall cry ; 

A pilgrim in a land unknown, 
A thirsty land whose springs are dry. 

Oh that it were aa it hath heen, 
When, praying in the holy place. 

Thy power and glory* I have seen, 
And markM the footsteps of thy grace ! 

Yet, through this rough and thorny maze, 
I follow hard on Thee, my God ! 

Thine hand unseen upholds my ways, 
I safely tread where Thou hast trod. 

Thee, in the watches oi the night. 
When I rememher on my bed. 

Thy presence makes the darkness light. 
Thy guardian wings are round my head. 

Better than Hfe itself thy love, 

Dearer than all beside to me ; 
For whom have I in heaven abore. 

Or what on earth compared with Thee f 

Praise with my heart, my mind, my ydce, 

For an thy mercy I will give ; 
My soul shall stiU intSod rejoice. 

My tongue shall bless Thee while I live. 



PSALM LXIX. 

God ! be msiciful to me. 
For my spirit trusts in Thee, 
And to Thee, her refuge, springs : 
Be the shedow of thy wings 
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Round the trembUng sinner eait, 
Till tke storm is overpast. 

From the water-floods that loU 
Deep and deeper round my soul. 
Me, thine arm almighty taJce, 
For thy loTing-kindness' sake : 
If thy truth from me depart, 
Thy rebuke would break my heart. 

Foes increase, they close me round, 
Friend nor comforter is found ; 
Sore temptations now assail, 
Hope, and strength, and courage fail ; 
Turn not from thy servant's grief. 
Hasten, Lord ! to my relief. 

Poor and sorrowful am P? 
Set me, O my God ! on high : 
Wonders Thou for me hast wrought ; 
Nigh to death my soul is brought ; 
Save me, Loid ! in mercy save. 
Lest I sink below the grave. 



PSALM LXX* 

Hasten, Lord, to my release, 
Haste to help me, O my Ck)d ! 

Foes, like armed bands, increase ; 
Turn them back the way they trod. 

Dark temptaticms round me press. 
Evil thoughts my soul assail; 

Doubts and fears, in my distress. 
Base, till flesh and spirit fail. 

Thos6 thai seek Thee shall rejoice ; 
I am bow'd with misery ; 
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Yet I make thy kw my choice ; 
Tom, my Qod ! and look on me. 

Thou mine only Helper art. 
My Redeemer from the gmve ; 

Strength of my desiring heart. 
Do not tarry, haste to sare ! 



PSALM LXXI. 

JjORD ! I have put my trust in Thee, 
Turn not my confidence to shame ; 

Thy prwnise is a rock to me, 
A tower of refuge is thy name. 

Thou hast uphefd me from the womb ; 

Thou wert my strength and hope in youth ; 
Now, trembling, bending o'er the tomb, 

I lean upon thine arm of truth. 

Though I have long outlived my peers. 
And stand amid the world alone, 

(A stranger, left by former years,) 
I know my God,— by Him am known. 

Cast me not off in mine old age. 
Forsake me not in my last hour ; 

The foe hath not foregone his rage. 
The lion mvens to devour. 

Not far, my God, not far remove : 

Sin and the world still spread their snares ; 
Stand by me now, or they will prove 

Too crafty yet for my gray hairs. 

Me, through what troubles hast Thou brought ! 

Me, with what consolations crown'd ! 
Now be thy last deliverance wrought ; 

My soul in peace with Thee be found ! 
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PSALM LXXII. 

Hail to the Lord's anointed ! 

Great David's greater Son : 
Hail, in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun ! 
He comes to break oppression, 

To let the captive free ; 
To take away transgression, 

And rule in equity. 

He comes, with succour speedy, 

To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy, 

And bid the weak be strong ; 
To give them songs ft)r sighing, 

Their darkness tui|i to light. 
Whose souls, condemned and dying. 

Were precious in his sight. 

By such shall He be feared, 

While sun and moon endure. 
Beloved, obey'd, revered ; 

For He shall judge the poor. 
Through changing generations. 

With justice, mercy, truth. 
While stars maintain their stations. 

Or moons renew their youth. 

He shall come down, Hke showers 

Upon the fruitful earth. 
And love, joy, hope, like flowers. 

Spring in his path to birth ; 
Before Him, on the mountains. 

Shall Peace the herald go ; 
And righteousness in fountains 

From hill to valley flow. 

Arabia's desert-ranger. 

To Him shall bow the knee ; 



X 

/ 

/ 
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The Ethiopian stranger 

His glory come to see f 
With ofierings of devotion, 

Ships from the isles shall meet 
To pour the wealth of ocean 

In tribute at his feet. 

Kings shail fall down before Him, 

And gold and incense bring ; 
All nations shall adore Him, 

His praise all people sing ; 
For He shall have dominion 

O'er river, sea, and shore, 
Far as the eagle's pinion 

Or dove's hght wing can soar. 

For Him shall prayer unceasing. 

And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still'increasing, 

A kingdom without end ; 
The mountain-dews shall nourish 

A seed in weakness sown. 
Whose fruit shall spread and flourish. 

And shake Hke Lebanon. 

O'er every foe victorious. 

He on his throne shall rest. 
From age to age mcHe glorious. 

All-blessing and all-blest ; 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove ; 
His name shall stand for ever : 

That name to us is — ^Love. 
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PSALM LXXIII. 

Truly the Lord is good to those, 
The pure in heart, who love his name ; 

Bat as for me, temptation rose, 
And well-nigh cast me down to shame. 

For I was envious at their state. 

When I beheld the wicked rise, 
And flourish in their pride elate. 

No fear of death before their eyes. 

Not troubled they, as others are, 

Nor plagued, with all their vain pretence ; 
Pride hke a chain of gold they wear, 

And clothe themselves with violence. 

Swoln are their eyes with wine and lust. 
For more than heart can wish have they ; 

In fraud and tyranny they trust 
To make the multitude their prey. 

Their mouth assails the heavens ; their tongue 
Walks arrogantly through the earth ; 

Pleasure's full cups to them are wrung ; 
They reel in revelry and mirth. 

" Who is the Lord, that we should fear 
Lest He our dark devices know ? 

Who the Most High, that He should hear. 
Or heed, the words of men below ?" 

Thus cry the mockers, flush'd with health. 
Exulting while their joys increase ; 

These are th' ungodly ; — ^men, whose wealth 
Flows like a river, ne'er to cease. 

' And have I cleansed my heart in vain. 
And wash'd in innocence my hands ? 
All day af&icted, I complain, 
All night I mourn in straitening bands. 
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Too painful this for me to view, 
Till to thy temple, Lord, I went. 

And then their fearful end I knew. 
How suddenly their Hght is spent. 

Surely, in slippery places set, 

Down to perdition these are hurl'd ; 

Snared in the toils of their own net, 
A spectacle to all the world. 

As, from a dream when one awakes, 
The phantoms of the hrain take flight ; 

So, when thy wrath in thunder breaks. 
Their image shall dissolve in night. 

Abash'd, my folly then I saw ; 

I seem'd before Thee like a brute ; 
Smit to the heart, o'erwhelm'd with awe, 

I bow'd, and worshipp'd, and was mute. 

Yet Thou art ever at my side ; 

O ! still uphold me, and defend ; 
Me by thy counsel Thou shalt guide. 

And bring to glory in the end. 

Whom have I, Lord ! in heaven but Thee ! 

On earth shall none divide my heart ; 
Then fail my flesh, my spirit flee, 

Thou mine eternal portion art. 



PSALM LXXVIL 

In time of tribulation. 

Hear, Lord ! my feeble cries ; 
With humble supplication. 

To Thee my spirit flies : 
My heart with grief is breaking. 

Scarce can my voice complain ; 
Mine eyes, with tears kept waking. 

Still watch and weep in vain 
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The da3rs of old, in ▼ision^ 

Bring vanish'd bliss to riew ; 
The yean of lost fruition 

Their joys in pangs renew : 
Remember'd songs of gladness, 

Through night's lone silence brought. 
Strike notes of deeper sadness, 

And stir desponding thought. 

Hath God cast off for ever ? 

Can time his truth impair ? 
His tender mercy, never 

Shall I presume to share T ' 

Hath He his loving-kindness 

Shut up in endless wrath ? 
— ^No ;— this is my own Uindness, 

That cannot see his path. 

I call to recollection 

The years of his right hand ; 
And, strong in his protection. 

Again through faith I stand : 
Thy deeds, O Lord ! are wonder ; 

Holy are all thy ways ; 
ISie secret place of thunder 

Shall utter forth thy praise. 

Thee, with the tribes assembled, 

OGod! the billows saw ; 
They saw Thee, and they trembled, 

Tum'd, and stood stUl, with awe : 
The clouds shot hail — they lighten'd ; 

The earth reePd to and fro ; 
Thy fiery pillar brightened 

The galf*of gloom below. 

Thy way is in great waters. 
Thy footsteps are not known ; 

Let Adam's sons and daughten 
Confide in Thee alone : 
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Through the wild sea Thou leddest 
Thy chosen flock of yore ; 

Still on the wares Thou treadest, 
And thy redeem'd pass o'er. 



PSALM LXXX. 

Of old, O God ! thine own right hand 
A pleasant vine did plant and train ; 

Abore the hills, o'er all the land. 
It fought the sun, and drank the rain. 

Its boughs like goodly cedars spread, 
Forth to the river went the root ; 

Perennial verdure crown'd its head. 
It bore, in every season, fruit. 

That vine is desolate and torn. 
Its scions in the dust are laid ; 

Rank o'er the ruin springs the thorn, 
The wild boar wallows in the shade. 

Lord God of Hosts ! thine ear incline, 
Change into songs thy people's fears ; 

Return, and visit this thy vine, ^ 

Revive thy work amidst the years. 

The plenteous and continual dew 
Of thy rich blessing here descend ; 

So shall thy vine its leaf renew. 
Till o'er the earth its branches bend. 

Then shall it flourish wide and &r, 
While realms beneath its shadow rest ; 

The morning and the evening star 
Shall mark its bounds from east to west. 

So shall thine enemie& be dumb, 
Thytanish'd ones no more enslaved. 

The fulness of the Gentiles come. 
And Israel's youngest bom be saved. 
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PSALM LXXXIV. 

How amiable, how fair, 

O Lord of Hosts ! to me 
Thy tabernacles are ! 

My flesh cries out for l^ee ; 
My heart and soul, with heayen-ward fire 
To Thee, the living God, aspire. 

The sparrow here finds place 

To build her little nest ; 
The swallow's wandering race 

Hither return and rest ; 
Beneath thy roof their young ones cry, 
And round thine altar kam to fly. 

Thrice-blessed they who dwell 

Within thine house, my God ! 
Where daily praises swell, 

And still the floor is trod 
By those, who in thy presence bow. 
By those, whose King and God art Thou. 

Through Baca's and vale, 

As pilgrims when they pass. 
The well-springs never fail. 

Fresh rain renews the grass ; 
Frmn strength to strength they joatney fltfli. 
Till all appear on Zion's hill. 

Lord God.of Hosts ! give ear, 

A gracious answer yield ; 
O God of Jacob ! hear ; 

Behold, O God ! our shield ; 
Look on thine own Anointed One, 
And save through thy beloved Sod. 

Lord ! I would rather stand 

A keeper at thy gate. 
Than on the king's right hand 

In tents of worldly state ; 
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One day within thy courts, one day. 
Is worth a thousand cast away. 

God is a sun of light, 

Glory and grace to shed ; 
God is a shield of might, 

To guard.the faithful head : 
O Lord of Hosts ! how happy He, 
The man who puts his trust in Thee ! 



PSALM XC. 

Lord ! Thou hast heen thy people's rest 
Through all their generations. 

Their refuge when by danger prest, 
Their hope in tribulations ; 

Thou, ere the mountains sprang to birth, 

Or ever thou hadst form'd the earth, 
Art God from everlasting ! 

The sons of men return to clay, 
When Thou the word hast spcdcen. 

As with a torrent borne away. 
Gone like a dream when broken : 

A thousand years are, in thy sight. 

But as a watch amid the night. 
Or yesterday departed. 

At mom, we flourish like the grass 
With dew and sunbeams lighted, 

But ere the cool of evening pass. 
The rich artay is blighted': 

Thus do thy chastisements consume 

Youth's tender leaf and beauty's bloom ; 
We fade at thy displeasure. 

Our life is like the transient breath 
That tells a mournful story ; 
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Early or late, i^pt short by death ; - * 

And where is all oar glory ? 
Our days are threescore years and ten, 
. And if the span be lengthen'd then, 

Their strength is toil and sorrow. 

Lo 1 thou hast set before thine eyes 

All our misdeeds and errors ; 
Our secret sins from darkness rise, 

At thine awakening terrors : 
Who shall abide the trying hour ? 
Who knows the thunder of thy power ? 

We flee unto thy mercy. 

Lord ! teach us so to mark our days, 
That we may prize them duly ; . 

So guide our feet in Wisdom's ways, 
That^ we may love Thee truly ; 

Return, O Lord, our griefs behold, 

And with thy goodness, as of old, 
O satisfy us early ! 

Restore our comforts as our feans. 

Our joy as our aiiliction ; 
Give to thy church, through changing years, 

Increasing benediction ; 
Thy glorious beauty there reveal. 
And with thy perfect image seal 

Thy servants and their labours. 



PSALM XGL 

Call Jehovah thy salvation. 

Rest beneath th' Almighty's shade ; 
In his sec|0t habitation 

Dw^Ut nor ever be dismay 'd : 
There no tumult can alarm thee. 

Thou shalt dreod no hidden snare ; 
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GaOe nor Tiolence oui hann thae* 
In eternal safeguard there. 

From the aword at noon-day waatingi 

From the noisome pestilence, 
In the depth of midnight blasdng, 

God shall be thy sure defence : 
Fear not thou the deadly quirer. 

When a thousand feel the blow ; 
Mercy shall thy soul deliver, 

Though ten thousand be laid low. 

Only with thine eye, the anguish 

Of the wicked thou shalt see, 
When by dow disease they languish. 

When they perish suddenly : 
Thee, though winds and wares be swelling, 

God, thine hope, shall bear through all ; 
Plague shall not come nigh thy dwelling. 

Thee no evil shall befall. 

He shall charge his angel-legions. 

Watch and ward o'er thee to keep, 
Though thou walk through hostile legions. 

Though in desert-wilds thou sleep : 
On the lion vainly roaring, 

On his young thy foot shall tread ; - 
And, the dragon's den exploring, 

Thou shalt bruise the serpent's head. 

Since, with pure and warm affection. 

Thou on God hast set thy love. 
With the wings of his protection 

He will shield thee from above : 
Thou shalt call on Him in trouble. 

He will hearken. He will save. 
Here for grief reward thee double 

Crown with life beyond the grave. 
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PSALM xcm. 

• 

The Lord is King ;•— upon hit tluone 
He sits in gaxxnents glorioas ; 

Or girds for war his armour on. 
In eyery field victorious : 

The world came forth at his ccMinnaxid ; 

Built on his w(»:d, its pillars stand ; 
They never can be shaken. 

The Lord was King ere time began, 

His reign is everlasting ; 
When high the floods in tumult ran. 

Their foam to heaven up-casting. 
He made the raging waves his path ; 
— ^The sea is mighty in its wrath, 

But Grod on high is mightier. 

Thy testimonies, Lord ! are sure ; 

Thy realm fears no commotion. 
Firm as the earth, whose shores endure^ 

Th' eternal toil of ocean : 
And Thaa with perfect peace wilt Hess 
Thy faithful flock ;— ftar holmess 

Becomes thine house for ever. 



PSALM XCV. 

O COMB, 1st ua sing to the Lord, 

Iv Qod our salvation rejoice ; 
In psalms of thanksgiving record 

His praise, vnth one spirit, one voice ! 
For Jehovah is King, and He reigns. 

The God of all gods, on his throne ; 
The strength of the hills he maintainlar, 

The ends of the earth are his own. 
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The sea is Jehoyah's ; — He made 

The tide its doznioion to know ; 
The land is Jehovah's ; — He laid 

Its solid foundations helow : 
Oh come, let us worship, and kneel 

Before our Creator, our God ! 
—The people who serve Him with zeal, 

— ^The flock whom He guides with his rod 

As Moses, the fathers of old 

Through the sea and the wilderness led. 
His wonderful works we behold, 

With manna from heaven are fed : 
To-day, let us hearken, to-day, 

To the voice that yet speaks from above, 
And all his commandments obey. 

For all his commandments are love. 



His wrath let us fear to provoke, 

To dwell in his favour unite ; 
His service is freedom, his yoke 

Is easy, his burden is Ught : 
But, oh ! of rebellion beware, 

Rebellion, that hardens the breast. 
Lest God in his anger should swear 

That we shall not enter his rest. 



PSALM C. 

Be joyful in God, all ye lands of the earth ! 

Oh, serve Him with gladness and fear ! 
Ebcult in his presence with music and mirth. 

With love and devotion dmw near. 

For Jehovah is God, — and Jehovah alone. 

Creator and ruler o'er all ; 
And we are his people, his sceptre we own ; 

His sheep, and we follow his call. 
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Oh, enter hisf gates with thanksgiving and song. 
Your vows in his temple proclaim ; 

His praise with melodious accordance prolong, 
And bless his adorable name ! 

For good is the Lord, inexpressibly good, 
And we are the work of his hand ; 

His mercy and truth from eternity stood. 
And shall to eternity stand 



PSALM cm. 

O MY soul ! with all thy powers, 

Bfess the Lord's most holy name ; 
O my soul ! till life's last hours, 
Bless the Lor4, his praise proclaim : 
Thine infirmities He heal'd ; 
He thy peace and pardon seal'd. 

He with loving-kindness crown'd thee, 

Satisfied thy mouth with good ; 
From the snares of death unbound thee. 
Eagle-like thy youth renew'd : 
Rich in tender mercy He, 
Slow to wrath, to favour free. 

He will not retain displeasure. 

Though awhile He hide his face ; 
Nor his God-like bounty measure 
By our merit, but his grace : 

As the heaven the earth transcends, 
Over us his care extends. 

Far as east and west are parted. 

He our sins hath sever'd thus : 
As a father, loving-hearted. 
Spares his son, He spareth us ; 
For He knows our feeble frame, 
He remembers whence we came. 
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Mftik the field-flower, wlieie U gioweth. 

Frail aod beautiful ;— «iioii. 
When the south^ind eoftly bkweth. 
Look again^— 4he flower ia gone ! 
Such is man ; his honours pass, 
Like the glory of the grass 

From eternity, enduring 

To eternity*— the Lord, 
Still his people's bUss insuring. 
Keeps his covenanted word : 
Yea, with truth and righteousness. 
Children's children He will bless. 

As in heavien, his throne and dwellings 

King on earth he holds his sway ; 
Angels ! ye in strength excelling, 
Bless the Liord, his voice obey ; 
All his works beneath the pole, 
Bless the Lord, with thee, my soul ! 



PSALM CIV. 

My soul ! adore the L(»rd of might : 

With uncreated glory crown'd. 
And clad in royalty of light, 

He draws the curtain'd heavens around ; 
Dark waters his pavilion form, 
Clouds are his car, his wheels the storm. 

Lightning before Him, and behind 
Thunder rebounding to and fro ; 
He walks upon the winged wind. 
And reins the blast, or lets it go : 
— ^This goodly globe his wisdom plaim'd, 
He.fix'd the bounds of s«a and land* 
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When o'er a guiltyworld, of old, 

He summon'd the avenging main, 
At his rebuke the billows roll'd 
Back to their parent gulf again ; 
The mountains raised their joyful heads. 
Like new creations, from their beds. 

Thenceforth the self-revolving tide 
Its daily fall and flow maintains ; 
Through winding vales fresh fountains ghde, 
Leap from the hills, or course the plains ; 
There thirsty cattle tbrong the brink. 
And the wild asses bend to drink. 

Fed by the currents, fruitful groves 

Expand their leaves, their fragrance fling,' 
Where the cool breeze at noon-tide roves. 
And birds among the branches sing ; 
Soft fall tbe showers when day dechnes. 
And sweet the peaceful rainbow shines. 

Grass through the meadows, rich with flowers, 

God's bounty spreads for herds and flocks : 
On Lebanon his cedar towers, 

The wild goats bound upon his rocks ; 
Fowls in his forests build their nests, 
— ^The stork amid the pine-tree rests. 

To strengthen man, condemn'd to toil. 
He Alls with grain the golden ear ; 
Bids the ripe olive melt with oil, 

And swells the grape, man's heart to cheer ; 
—The moon her tide of changing knows. 
Her orb with lustre ebbs and flows 

The sun goes down, the stars come out ; 
He maketh darkness, and 'tis night ; 
Then roam the beasts of prey about, 
The desert rings with chase and flight ; 
The lion, and the lion's brood. 
Look up,— and God provides them food 
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Morn dawns far east ; ere long tbe aim 

Wanna the f kd nationo with hia 
Day, in their dens, the spoilera shun. 
And night retuopa to them in dreams : 
Man from hia eouch to lahour goea« 
Till erening brings again repose ! 

How manifold thy works, O Lord ! 

In wisdom, power, and goodness wrought ; 
The earth is with thy riches stored, 
And ocean with thy wonders fraught : 
Unfath(Hn'd caves beneath the deep 
For Thee their hidden treasures keep. 

There go the ships, with sails unfurlM, 

By Thee directed on their wa^ ; 
There, in his own mysterious world. 
Leviathan delights to play ; 

And tribes that range immensity. 
Unknown to man, are known to Thee. 

By Thee alone the living live ; 

Hide but thy face, their comforts fly ; 
They gather what thy seasons give ; 
Take Thou away their breath, they die: 
Send forth thy Spirit from above. 
And ail is life again, and love. 

Joy in his works Jehovah takes. 

Yet to destruction they return : 
He looks upon the earth, it quakes ; 
Touches the mountains, and they bum : 
— ^Thou, God ! for ever art the same ; 
I AM is thine unchanging name. 
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PSALM CVII.— No. 1. 

Thank and praise Jehovali's jmmtf 
For his mercies, firm and sure. 

From eternity the same, 
To eternity endure. 

Let the ransom'd thus rejoice, 
Gather'd out of every land ; 

As the people df his choice, 

Pluck'd from the destroyer's hand. 

In the wilderness astray, 

Hither, thither, while they roam. 
Hungry, fainting by the way, 

Far from refuge, shelter, home : — 

Then unto the Lord they cry. 
He inclines a gracious ear, 

Sends deliverance from on high, 
Rescues them from all their fear 

To a pleasant land He brings. 
Where the vine and olive grow, 

Where from flowery hills the springs 
Through luxuriant valleys flow. 

Oh that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness to their race ; 

For the wonders of his word. 
And the riches of his grace ! 



PSALM CVIL— No. 2. 

Test that mourn in dungeon gloom. 

Bound in iron and despair. 
Sentenced to a heavier doom 

Than the pangs they suffer thei# i-^ 
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Foes and rebels once to Qod, 
They disdain'd iiis high cfmtioL ; 

Now they feel his fiery rod 

Striking tenors through their soid. 

Wrung with agony, they fall 
To the dust, and, gazing round. 

Call for help ; — ^in vain they call. 
Help, nor hope, nor friend are found. 

Then unto the Lord they cry ; 

He inctines a gracious ear, 
Sends deliverance from on high. 

Rescues them from all their fear. 

He restores their forfeit breath, 
Breaks in twain the gates of brass. 

From the bands and grasp of death, 
Forth to liberty they pass. 

Oh that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness to their race ; 

For the wonders of his word. 
And the riches of his grace ! 



PSALM CVn.— No. 8. 

Fools, for their transgression, see 
Sharp disease their youth consume. 

And their beauty, Hke a tree. 
Withering o'er an early tomb.. 

Food is loathsome to their taste, 
And the eye revolts from light ; 

All their joys to ruin haste. 
As the sunset ifito night* 

Then unto the Lord they cry ; 
He inclines a gracious ear. 
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Sends delirenmce from on high^ 
Rescues them from all their fear. 

He with health renews their frame, 
Lengthens out their numherM days ; 

Let them glorify his name 
With the sacrifice of praise. 

O that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness to their race ; 

For the wonders of his word, 
And the riches of his grace. 



PSALM CVli.— No. 4. 

Thet that toil upcm the deep, 
And, in ressels light and frail. 

O'er the mighty waters sweep 
With the billow and the gale, — 

Mark what wonders God performs, 
When He speaks, and unconfinedt 

Rush to battle all his storms 
In the chariots of the wind. 

Up to heaven their bark is whirl'd 
On the mountain of the wave ; 

Down as suddenly 'tis hurPd 
To th' abysses of the grave. 

To and fro they reel, they roll. 

As intoxicate with wine ; 
Terrors paralyze their soul, 

Helm they quit, and hope resign. 

Then unto the Lord they cry ; 

He inclines a gracious ear, 
Sends deliverance from on high. 

Rescues them from all their fear** 
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Calm and smooth the surges flovir, — 
Axul, where deadly lightning ran, 

Gk)d's own reconciling bow 
Metes the ocean with a span. 

O that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness to their race ; 

For the wonders of his word, 
And the riches of his grace. 



PSALM CVIL— No. 5. 

Let the elders praise the Lord, 
Him let all the people praise. 

When they meet with one accord 
In his courts, on holy days. - 

God for sin will vengeance take, 
Smite the earth with sore distress. 

And a fruitful region make 
As the howling wilderness. 

But when meicy stays his hand, • 
Famine, plague, and death depart ; 

Yea, the rock, at his conmiand. 
Pours a river from its heart. 

There the hungry dwell in peace. 
Cities build, and plough the ground, 

While their flocks and herds increase, 
And their com and wine abound. 

Should they yet rebel, — ^his arm . . 

Lays their pride again in dust : 
But the poor he shields from harm. 

And in Him the righteous trust. 

Whoso wisely marks his will. 
Thus evolving bliss from wo. 

Shall, redeem'd from every ill. 
All his lovjng-kindness know. 
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PSALM cxni. 

Servants of God ! in joyful kys 
Sing ye the Lord Jehovah's praise ; 
His glorious name let all adore, 
From age to age, for evermore. 

Blest be that name, supremely blest, 
From the sun's rising to its rest ; 
Above the heavens his power is known, 
Through all the earth his goodness shown. 

Who is like God ? — so great, so high. 
He bows Himself to view the sky. 
And yet, with condescending grace, 
Looks down upon the human race. 

He hears the uncomplaining moan 
Of those who sit and weep alone ; 
He Hfts the mourner from the dust, 
And saves the poor in him that trust. 

Servants of God ! in joyful lays 
Sing ye the Lord Jehovah's praise ; 
His saving name let all adore. 
From age to age, for evermore. 



PSALM CXVL 

I LOVE the Lord ; — ^He lent an ear 

When I for help implored ; 
He rescued me from all my fear ; 

Therefore I love the Lord. 

Bound hand and foot with chains of sin, 
Death dragg'd me for his prey ; 

The pit was xxioved to take me in ; ''^ 
All hope was far away. 
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I cried, in agony of mind, 
" Lord ! I beseech Thee, save :" 

He heard me; — ^Death his prey resigned. 
And Mercy shut the grave. 

Return, my soul, unto thy rest^ 

From God no longer roam ; 
His hand hath bountifully blest. 

His goodness calPd thee home. 

What shall I render unto Thee, 

My Sariour in distress, 
For all thy benefits to me, 

So great and numberless ? 

This will I do, for thy love's sake, 
• And thus thy power proclaim ; 
The sacramental cup I'll take. 
And call upon thy name. 

Thou God of covenanted grace. 

Hear and record my vow. 
While in thy courts I seek thy face. 

And at thine altar bow : — 

Henceforth to Thee myself I give ; 

With single heart and eye. 
To walk before Thee while I live. 

And bless Thee when I die. 



PSALM GXVn. 

All ye Gentiles, praise the Lord ; 

AU ye lands, your voices ndse : 
Heaven and earth, with loud accord. 

Praise the Lord, for ever praise ! 

For his troth and mercy stand. 
Past, and present, and to be 
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Like the years of his right hand, 
Like his own eternity. 

Praise Hiin, ye who know his love, 
Praise Him from the depths beneath, 

Praise KQm in the heights above ; 
Praise your Maker, all that breathe ! 



PSALM CXXL 

Encompass'd with ten thousand ills, 

Press'd by pursuing foes, 
I lift mine eyes unto the hills, 

From whence salvation flows. 

My help is from the Lord, who made 

And governs earth and sky ; 
I look to his almighty aid, 
• And ever-watching eye. 

— He who thy soul in safety keeps 
Shall drive destruction hence ; 

The Lord thy keeper never sleeps ; 
The Lord is thy defence. 

The sun, with his afBictive light. 
Shall harm thee not by day ; 

Nor thee the moon molest by night 
Along thy tranquil way. 

Thee shall the Lord preserve from sin. 

And comfort in distress ; 
Thy going out and coming in. 

The Lord.thy God shall bless. 
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PSALM cxxn. 

Glad was my heart to hear 

My old companions say, 
C(xn&— in the house of God appear, 

For 'tis an holy day. 

Our willing feet shall stand 

Within the temple door, 
While young and old, in many a band, 

Shall throng the sacred floor. 

Thither the tribes repair, 
Where all are wont to meet, 

And, joyful in the house of prayer, 
Bend at the mercy seat. 

Pray for Jerusalem, 

The city of our God ; 
The Lord from heaven be kind to them 

That love the dear abode. 

Within these walls may peace 

And harmony be found ; 
Zion ! in all thy palaces. 

Prosperity abound ! 

For friends and brethren dear. 
Our prayer shall never cease ; 

Oh as they meet for worship here, 
God send his people peace ! 



PSALM CXXIV. 

The Lord is on our side. 
His people now may say ; 

The Lord is on our side,— or we 
Had fallen a sudden prey. 
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Sin, Satan, Death, and Hell, 

Like fire, against us rose ; 
Then had the flames consumed us quick. 

But God repell'd our foes. 

Like water they retum'd, 

When wildest tempests ravtf ; 
Then had the floods gone o'er our head» 

But God was there to save. 

From jeopardy redeem'd, 

As from the lion's wrath, 
Mercy and truth uphold our life. 

And safety guards our path. 

Our soul escaped the toils ; 

As from the fowler's snare. 
The hird, with disentangled wings, 

FHts through the boundless aii. 

Our help is from the Lord ; 

In Him we will confide. 
Who stretch'd the heavens, who form'd the earth : 

—-The Lord is on our side. 



PSALM CXXV. 

Who make the Lord of Hosts their tower. 

Shall like Mount Zion be. 
Immovable by mortal power. 

Built on eternity. 

As round about Jerusalem 

The guardian mountains stand. 

So shall the Lord encompass them 
Who hold by his right hand. 

The rod of wickedness shall ne'er 

Against the just prevail. 
Lest innocence should find a snare, 

And tempted virtue fail. 
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Do good, O Lord ! do good to those 
Who cleave to Thee in heeitv 

Who ca thy truth alone repose. 
Nor from thy law depart. 

While rebel souls, who turn aside. 
Thine ang^ shall destroy, 

Do Thou in peace thy people guide 
To thine eternal joy. 



PSALM CXXVI, 

Whbn God from sin's captivity 
Sets his afflicted people free. 
Lost in amaze, their mercies seem 
The* transient raptures of a dream. 

But soon their ransom'd souls rejoice^ 
And mirth and music swell their voice, 
Till foes confess, nor dare condemn, 
" The Lord hath done great things for them." 

They catch the strain and answer thus, 
<*The Lord hath done great things for us ; 
Whence gladness fills our hearts, and songs. 
Sweet and spontaneous, wake our tongues ** 

Turn our captivity, O Lord ! 
As southern rivers, at thy word. 
Bound from their channels, and restore 
Plenty, where all was waste before. 

Who sow in tears shall reap in joy ; 
Naught shall the precious seed destroy, 
Nor long the weeping exiles roam. 
But bring their sheaves rejoicing home 
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PSALM CXXX. 

Out of the depths of wo 

To Thee, O Lord ! I cry ; 
Darkness surrounds me, but I know 

That Thou art ever nigh. 

Then hearken to my voice. 

Give ear to my complaint ; 
Thou bidst the mourning soul rejoice, 

Thou comfortest the faint. 

I cast my hope on Thee, 

Thou canst, Thou wilt forgive ; 
Wert Thou to mark iniquity, 

Who in Thy sight could hve ? 

Humbly on Thee I wait, 

Confessing all my sin ; 
Lord I I am knocking at thy gate ; 

Open, and take me in ! 

Like them, whose longing eyes 

Watch, till the morning star 
(Though late, and seen through tempests) roe. 

Heaven's portals to unbar : 

Like them I watch and pray, 

And, though it tarry long. 
Catch the first gleam of welcome day 

Then burst into a song. 

Glory to God above ! 

The waters soon wiU cease ; 
For, lo ! the swift returning dove 

Brings home the sign of peace. 

Though storms his face obscure. 

And dangefrs threaten loudt 
Jehovah's covenant is sure. 

His bow is in the cloud. 
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PSALM CXXXI. 

Lord ! for ever at thy side 
Let my place and portion be ; 

Strip me of my robe of pride, 
Clothe me with humility. 

Meekly may my soul receive 
All thy Spirit hath reveal'd ; 

Thou hast spoken, — I believe, 
Though the prophecy were seal'd. 

Cluiet as a weaned child, 

Weaned from the mother's breast ; 
By no subtilty beguiled. 

On thy faithful word I rest. 

Saints ! rejoicing evermore. 
In the Ix)rd Jehovah trust ; 

Him in all bis ways adore. 
Wise, and wonderful, and just. 



PSALM CXXXIL—No, 1. 

God in his temple let us meet, 
Low on our knees before EUm bend ; 

Here hath He fix'd his mercy-seat. 
Here on his Sabbath we attend. 

Arise into thy resting-place. 

Thou, and thine ark of strength, O Lotd ! 
Shine through the veil, we seek thy face $ 

Speak, for we hearken to thy word. 

With righteousness thy pnests array ; 

Joyful thy chosen people be ; 
Let those who teach and tSiose who pnyt 

Let all^be holinesa to Thee ! 
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PSALM CXXXIL— No. 8. 

Lord I for thy servaat David's sake, 
Perfonn thine oath to David's Son ;— 

Thy truth Thou never wih forsake ;— • 
Look on thine own Anointed One 1 

The Lord in faithfulness hath sworn 
His throne for ever to maintain ; 

From realm to reahn, the sceptre borne 
Shall stretch o'er earth Messiah's reign. 

Zion, my chosen hill of old, 
My rest, my dwelling, my delight, 

With loving-kindness I uphold. 
Her walls are ever in my sight. 

I satisfy her poor with bread, 
Her tables with abundance bless, 

Joy on her sons and daughters shed. 

And clothe her priests with righteousness. 

There David's horn shall bud and bloom, 
The branch of glory and renown ; 

His foes my vengeance shall 'consume; 
Him with eternal years I crown. 



PSALM CXXXIIL 

How beautiful the sight 

Of brethren who agree 
In friendship to unite. 

And bonds of charity I 
'Tis like the precious ointment, shed 
O'er all his robes, from Aaron's head. 

'Tis like the dews that fill 
The cups of Hermon*s flowers ; 

Or la^% firtdtful hill, . 
Brigfht.with the drqps of showers. 
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When mingling odours breathe aroundy 
And glory reets on aU the ground. 

For there the Lord commanda 
Blessings, a boundless store. 

From his unsparing hands ; 
Yea, life for evermore ; 

Thrice happy they who meet above 

To spend eternity in love ! 



PSALM CXXXIV. 

Bless ye the Lord with solemn rite, 
In hymns extol his name, 

Ye who, within his house by night. 
Watch round the altar's flame.. 

Lift up your hands amid the place 
Where burns the sacred sign. 

And pray, that thus Jehovah's face 
O'er all the earth may shine. 

From Zion, from his holy hill. 
The Lord our Maker send 

The perfect knowledge of his will, 
Salvation without end ! 



PSALM CXXXVIL 

Where Babylon's broad rivers roll. 
In exile we sat down to weep, 

For thoughts of Zion o'er our soul 
Came, like departed joys, in sle^, 

Whose forms to sad remembrance rite, 

Though fled for ever from our eyee. 
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Our harps upon the willows hang, 

Where, worn with toil, our limbs reclined ; 

The chords, untuned and trembling, rtmg 
With mournful music on the wind ; 

While foes, insulting o'er our wrongs. 

Cried, — ** Sing us one of Zion's songs.*' 

How can we sing the songs we love. 
Far from our own delightful land ? 

— If I prefer thee not above 

My chiefest joy, may this right hand, 

Jerusalem ! forget its skill, 

My tongue be dumb, my pulse be still ! 



PSALM cxxxvm. 

Thee wi^ I praise, O Lord ! in light. 
Where seraphim surround thy throne ; 

With heart and soul, with mind and might, 
Thee will I worship, Thee alone. 

J bow toward thy holy place ; 

For Thou, in mercy still the same. 
Hast magnified thy word of grace 

O'er all the wonders of thy name. 

In peril, when I cried to Thee, 
How did thy strength renew my soul I 

Kings and their realms might bend the knei 
Could I to man reveal the whole. 

Thou, Lord ! above all height art high. 
Yet with the lowly wilt Thou dwell ; 

The proud far off, thy jealous eye 
Shall mark, and with a look repel. 

Though in the depth of trouble thrown, 
With grief I shall not always strive , 

Thou wilt thy suffering servant own. 
And Thou the contrite heart revive. 
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Thy purpose then in me fulfil ; 

Forsake me not, for I am thine ; 
Perfect in n^e thine utmost will ; 

— ^Whate'er it be, that will be mine ! 



PSALM CXXXIX. 

Searcher of hearts ! to Thee are known 
The inmost secrets of my breast ; 

At home, abroad, in crowds, alone, 
Thou mark'st my rising and my rest, 

My thoughts far off, through every maze. 

Source, stream, and issue, — all my ways. 

No word that from my mouth proceeds. 
Evil or good, escapes thine ear ; 

Witness Thou art to aU my deeds. 
Before, behind, for ever near : 

Such knowledge is for me too high ; 

I live but in my Maker's eye. 

How from thy presence should I go. 
Or whither from thy Spirit flee. 

Since all above, around, below. 
Exist in thine immensity? 

—If up to heaven I take my way, 

I meet Thee in eternal day. 

If in the grave I make my bed 

With worms and dust, lo ! Thou art there ; 
If, on the wings of morning sped, 

Beyond the ocean I repair, 
I feel thine all-controlling will. 
And thy right hand upholds me still. 

** Let darkness hide me," if I say. 
Darkness can no concealment be ; 
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Night, on thy rising, shines like Say, 

Darkness and light are one with Thee ; 
For Thou mine embryo-form didst view 
Ere her own babe my mother knew. 

In me thy workmanship display'd, 

A miracle of power I stand ; 
Fearfully, wonderfully made, 

And framed in secret by thy hand ; 
I Hved, ere into being brought. 
Through thine eternity of thought. 

How precious are thy thoughts of peace, 
O God, to me ! how great the sum ! 

New every mom, they never cease ; 
They were, they are, and yet shall come. 

In number and in compass more 

Than ocean's sand, or ocean's shore. 

Search me, O God ! and know my heart ; 

Try me, my secret soul survey, * 

And warn thy servant to depart 

F^om every false and evil way ; 
So shall thy truth my guidance be 
To life and immortality. 



PSALM CXLI. 

Lord ! let my prayer like incense rise. 
And when I Ufl my hands to Thee, 

As on the evening sacrifice, 
Look down from heaven, well-pleased, on ma. 

Set Thou a watch to keep my tongue. 

Let not my heart to sin incline ; 
Save me from men who practise wrong. 

Let me not share their mirth and wina. 
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But let the righteaus, when I stray, 

Smite me in lore ;«-hi8 strokes are kind ; 
His mild zeproofn* like oil, allay 

The wounds they make, and heal the mind* 
Mine eyes are unto Thee, my God ! 

Behold me humUed in the dust ; 
I kiss the hand that wields the rod, 

I own thy chastisements. are just. 
But oh ! redeem me from the snares 

With which the worU surrounds my feet, 
— Its riches, vanities, and cares. 

Its love, its hatred, its deceit. 



PSALM CXLII. 

I CRIED unto the Lord most just. 

Most merciM in prayer ; 
I cried\mto Him from the dust, 

I told Him my despair. 

When sunk ray soul within me, — then 
Thou knew'st the path I chose ; 

Unharm'd I pass'd the spoiler's den, 
I walk'd through ambush'd foes. 

I look'd for friends,' — ^there was not one 

In sorrow to condole ; 
I look'd for refuge,--rthere was none ; 

None cared for my soul. 

I cried unto the Lord ; — I said, — 
Thou art toy refiige ; Thon, 

My portion ; — Chasten to mine aid ; 
Hear and deKrer ndw. 

Now, from tke dimgson, from the gmve* 
Exalt thy suppUfloit'a head ; 

Thy voice is freedom^ lo the slave, 
Revival to the dttid. 
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PSALM CXUII. 

Hear me, O Lord ! in my dittreas, 
Hear me in truth and righteouanesv ; 
For, at thy bar of judgment triedt 
None living can be justified. 

Lord ! I have foes without, within* 
The world, the flesh, indwelling sin, 
Life's daily ills, temptation's power, 
And Satan roaring to devour. 

These, these my fainting soul surroundt 
My strength is smitten to the ground ; 
Like those long dead, beneath their weight 
Crush'd is my heart and desolate. 

Yet, in the gloom of silent thought, 
I call to mind what God hath wrought. 
Thy wonders in the days of old. 
Thy mercies great and manifold. 

Ah! then to Thee I stretch my hands. 
Like failing streams through desert-sands ; 
I thirst for Thee, as harvest plains 
Parch'd by the summer thirst for rains. 

O ! let me not thus hopeless lie. 
Like one condemned at mom to die, 
But with the morning may I see 
Thy loving-kindness visit me. 

Teach mo thy will, subdue my own ; 
Thou art my God, and Thou alone ; 
By thy good Spirit guide nie still, 
Safe from all foes, to Zion's hill. 

BeleaM my aoal frem trouUe, Lord ! 
(luidcen and keep m» by thy wf»4 ; 
May all its premises be mine ! 
Be Thou my portion — ^I am thine. 

10 
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PSALM CXLV. 

The Lord is gracious to forgive, 
And slow to let his anger move ; 
The Lord is good to all that live, 
And all his tender mercy prove. 

Thy works, O God ! thy praise proclaim ; 
The saints thy wond'rous deeds shall sing^ 
Extol thy power, and to thy name 
Homage from every nation bring. 

Glorious in majesty art Thou ; 
Thy throne for ever shall endure ; 
Angels before thy footstool bow. 
Yet dost Thou not despise the poor. 

The Lord upholdeth them that fall ; 
He raiseth men of low degree ; 
O God ! our health, the eyes of aD, 
Of all the hving, wait on Thee. 

Thou openest thine exhaustless store, 
And rainest food on every land ; 
The dumb creation Thee adore. 
And eat their portion from thy hand. 

Man, most indebted, most ingrate, 
Man only, is a rebel here ; 
Teach him to know Thee, ere too late ; 
Teach him to love Thee, and to fear. 



PSALM CXLVL 

Praise ye the Lord from pole to pole ! 
Praise Thou the Lord, ray soul, my soul ! 
Long as I live, my voice shall raise. 
My pulse repeat, the song of praise. 
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In men, in princes, put no trust ; 
Their breath goes forth, they turn to dust ; 
Then, fleeting Mke the flower of grass, 
Perish their thoughts, their glories pass. 

Thrice happy he whose heart can say 
" The God of Jacob is my stay ; 
The Lord of Hosts my help shall be. 
Who made the heaven, the earth, the sea." 

The Lord avenges the opprest, 
He sends the wandering stranger rest ; 
The Lord unbinds the prisoner's chain, 
He sets the fallen up again. 

The Lord restores the blind to sight. 
Gives strength to them that have no might ; 
The Lord reheves, in their distress. 
The widow and the fatherless. 

The Lord supplies the poor with food, 
He loves to do the righteous good ; 
But for the wicked, in his wrath. 
He turns destruction on their path. 

The Lord shall reign for evermore, 
Thy King, O Zion ! — Him adore ; 
Let unborn generations raise 
To God, thy God, the song of praise ! 



PSALM CXLVIIL 

Heralds of creation ! cry, 
— ^Praise the Lord, the Lord most high! 
Heaven and earth ! obey the call. 
Praise the Lord, the Lord of all. 

For He spake, and forth from night 
Sprang the universe to light ; 
He commanded, — Nature heard, 
And stood fast upon his word 
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Praise Him, all ye hosts abore ! 
Spirits perfected in love ; 
Sun and moon ! your voices raise* 
Sing, ye stars ! your Maker's praise. 

Earth ! from all thy depths below* 
Ocean's hallelujahs flow ; 
Lightning, vapour, wind, and storm, 
Hfdl and snow, his will perform. 

Vales and mountains ! burst in song ; 
Rivers ! roll with praise along ; 
Clap your hands, ye trees ! and hail 
God, who comes in every gale. 

Birds ! on wings of rapture, soar. 
Warble at his temple-door ; 
Joyful sounds, from herds and flocks. 
Echo back, ye caves and rocks ! 

Kings ! your Sovereign serve with awe , 
Judges I own his righteous law ; 
Princes ! worship Him with fear ; 
Bow the knee, all people here ! 

Let his truth by babes be told, 
And his wonders by the old ; 
Youths and maidens ! in your prime. 
Learn the lays of heaven betime. 

High above all height his throne. 
Excellent his name alone ; 
Him let all his works confess ! 
Him let every being bless ! 
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FAREWELL TO WAR: 

SEIKO A PROLOGUE TO 

"lord Falkland's dream,'' and 
** arnold de winkelried, or the patriot's pass- 
WORD." 

Peace to the trumpet ! — ^no more shall my breath 

Sound an alarm in the dull ear of death, 

Nor startle to life from the truce of the tomb 

The relics of heroes, to combat till doom. 

Let Marathon sleep to the sound of the sea, 

Let Hannibal's spectre haunt Canna3 for me ; 

Let Cressy and Agincourt tremble with com, 

And Waterloo blush with the beauty of mom ; 

I turn not the furrow for helmets and shields. 

Nor sow dragon's teeth in their old fallow fields ; 

I will not, as bards have been wont, since the flood, 

With the river of song swell the river of blood, 

— ^The blood of the valiant, that fell in all climes, 

— ^The song of the gifted, that hallow'd all crimes, 

—All crimes in the waf-fiend incarnate in one ; 

War, withering the earth — war, eclipsing the sun, 

Despoiling, destroying, since discord began, 

God's works and God's mercies, — man's labours and mar 

Yet war have I loved, and of war have I sung. 
With my heart in my hand and my soul on my tongue; 
With all the affections that render life dear. 
With the throbbings of hope and the flutterings of fear, 
—Of hope, that the sword of the brave might prevail, 
—Of fear, lest the arm of the righteous should fail. 

But what was the war that extorted my praise ? 
What battles were fought in my chivalrous lays ? 

10* lis 
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•—The war against darkness contending with light ; 
The war against violence trampling down right ; 
—The battles of patriots, with banner unfurlMy 
To guard a child's cradle against an arm'd world ; 
Of peasants that peopled their ancestors' graves, 
Lest their ancestors' homes should be peopled by slaves. 
I served, too, in wars and campaigns of the mind ; 
My pen was the sword, which I drew for mankind ; 
— ^In war against tyranny throned in the West, 
— Campaigns to enfranchise the negro oppressed ; 
In war against war, on whatever pretence. 
For glory, dominion, revenge or defence, 
While murder and perfidy, rapine and lust. 
Laid provinces desolate, cities in dust. 

Yes, war against war was ever my pride ; 
My youth and my manhood in waging it died. 
And age, with its weakness, its wounds, and its scarst 
Still finds my free spirit unquench'd as the stars* 
And he who would bend it to war must first bind 
The waves of the ocean, the wings of the wind ; 
For I call it not war, which war's counsels o'erthrows* 
I call it not war which gives nations repose ; 
'Tis judgment brought down on themselves by the proud, 
like lightning, by fools, from an innocent cloud. 

I war against all war ; — nor, till my pulse cease, 
Will I throw down my weapons, because I love peace. 
Because I love liberty, execrate strife. 
And dread, most of all deaths, that slow death call'd life, 
Dragg'd on by a vassal, in purple or chains. 
The breath of whose nostrils, the blood in whose veins. 
He calls not his own, nor holds from his Qod, 
While it hangs on a king's or a sycophant's nod. 

Around the mute trumpet,— no longer to breathe 
War-clangours, my latest war«chaplets I wreathe. 
Then hang them aloof on the time-stricken oak> 
And thus, in its shadow, heaven** blessing invdtt >^ 
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**Lord God ! since the African's bondage is o'er. 
And war in our borders is heard of^o more, 
May never, while Britain adores Thee, again 
The malice of fiends or the madness of men. 
Break the peace of oar land, and by villanoas wrong 
Fmd a field for a hero, a hero for song." 

18$4. 



LORD FALKLAND'S DREAM. 

A. D. 1643. 

** lo vo gridando, Pace ! pace ! pace !" 

PiTBABCA, Canx9ne mgU frinelfi d^ltattot 

JEtMtosMM ttOa Pom, A. D. U44 * 

**Iii tbia unhappy battle (of Newbury) wai ilain tbe Lord Viacount Falkland, 
a pcraon of auch prodlgioui parte of learofng and knowledge, of that Inlmitabla 
aweetneaa and dellgiiC of converaatlon, of ao flowing and obliging a huomniiy 
and goodneei to mankind, and of that primitive ilroplicity and integrity of llft«' 
that if there were no other brand upon thla odloua and aecuraed war, than that 
aingia loaa, it must be moat Infttanoua and eiecrabla to all poaterity. 
* Turpe morl, poat te, aolo non poaae dolorc.' " 

* « * « * 

« From tbe entrance into that unnatural war, his natural cheerfnlneaa and 
▼ivacity grew clouded ; and a kind of aadneaa and dejection atole upon him, 
which he had never been uaed to. ^ * * After the King*i return 
to Oxford, and the ftarloua reaolution of the two Houiei not to admit any treaty 
for peace, those indiipoiitiona which had before touched him grew into a perfect 
habit of uncheerfulneaa ; and he who had been ao exactly eaay and affbble to all 
men, that hia face and countenance waa always preaent, and vacant to hie com- 
pany, and held any cloudness or less pleasantness of the visage a kind of rude- 
ness or incivility, became on a sudden less communicable, and tbenco vary and, 
pale, and exceedingly affected with the spleen. In hia clothes and habit, which 
he minded before wHh more neatness, and industry, and expense, than ia uaual 
to so great a soul, he was not only incurious, but too negligent ; and in his recep- 
tion of suitors, and the necessary and casual addresses to his place, (being then 
Secretary of State to King Charles,) so quick, and sharp, and aevere, that thera 
wanted not some man (atrangera to his nature and dlapoaltion) who bellavad 
him proud andimperloua, fiom which no mortal man waa ever mora Arae/' 

• • 4i « * 

** When thera waa any overture or hope of peace he would be more ereet and 
vigorous, and exceedingly solicitoua to preaa any thing which he thought might 

***t go exclaiming, Peaee! peace! peace !"->From PvnuiCB'e OenssM te 
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promote it ; and, sitting anionf hit friendi, often, after a deep silence^and ft«- 
qaent aighs, would, witb a shrill and sad accent, ingeminate the word * Ptaul 
ftau r and would profess tliat the yerjr agony of the war, and the view of tlie 
calamities and desolation the Icingdom did and must endure, took hit sleep ftrom 
him, and would shortly break bis heart." 

CLAaCMDOR** JKstory, vol. U. part L 

Was, civil war, was raging like a flood, 
England lay weltering in her children's blood ; 
Brother with brother waged unnatural strife, 
Sever'd were all the charities of life : 
Two passions — virtues they assumed to be, — 
Virtues they were, — romantic loyalty, 
And stem, unyielding patriotism, possess'd 
Divided empire in the nation's breast ; 
As though two hearts might in one body reign. 
And urge conflicting streams from vein to vein. 
On either side the noblest spirits fought, 
And highest deeds on either side were wrought : 
Hampden in battle yesterday hath bled, 
Falkland to-morrow joins the immortal dead , 
The one for freedom perish'd — ^not in vain ; 
The other falls — ^a courtier without stain. 

•Twas on the eve of Newbury's doubtful fight ; 
O'er marshall'd foes came down the peace of night, 
— ^Peace which, to eyes in living slumber seal'd. 
The mysteries of the night to come reveal'd, 
When that throng'd plain, now warm with heaving breath, 
Should lie in cold, fix'd apathy of death. 
Falkland from court and camp had glid away, 
With Chaucer's shade* through Speenham's woods to stray. 
And pour in solitude, without control, 
Through the dun gloom, the anguish of his soul. 
— Falkland, the plume of England's chivalry. 
The just, the brave, the generous, and the free ! 
•—Nay, task not poetry to tell his praise. 
Twine but a wreath of transitory bays, 

* The estate of Speenhamiand, near Newbury, Berks, is said to have beentlie 
property and residence of Chaucer. 
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To crown him, as he lives, from age to age, 

In Claiendon's imperishable page ; 

Look there upon the very man, and see 

What Falkland was,— what thou thyself shouldst be ; 

Patriot and loyalist, who veiPd to none. 

He loved his country and his king in one. 

And could no more, in his afiections, part 

That wedded pair, than pluck out half his heart : 

Hence every wound that each the other gave, 

Brought their best servant nearer to the grave. 

Thither he hasten'd, withering in his prime. 

The worm of sorrow wrought the work of time ; 

And England's woes had sunk him with their weight, 

Had not the swifter sword foreclosed his date. 

In sighs for her his spirit was exhaled, 
He wept for her till power of weeping failM ; 
Pale, wasted, nerveless, absent, — ^he appeared 
To haunt the scenes which once his presence cheeJt'd ; 
As though some vampire from its cerements crept, 
And drain'd health's fountain nightly while he slept ; 
But he slept not; — sleep from his eyelids fled, 
All restless as the ocean's foam his bed : 
The very agony of war,— the gpiilt 
Of blood by kindred blood in hatred spilt, 
Crush'd heart and hope ; till foundering, tempest-tota'd. 
From gulfs to deeper gulfs, himself he lost. 
Yet when he heard the drum to battle beat, 
First at the onset, latest in retreat. 
Eager to brave rebellion to the face. 
Or hunt out peril in its hiding-place, 
Falkland was slow to harm th' ignoble crowd. 
He sought to raise the fall'n, strike down the proud. 
Nor stood there one for parliament or throne 
More choice of meaner lives, more reckless of his own. 

Oft from his lips a shrill, sad moan would start. 
And cold misgivings creep around his heart, 
When he beheld the plague of war increase. 
And but one word found utterance — ^«*Peace1 peace! peaoeiV 
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That eve he wander'd in his wayward mood. 
Through thoughts more wildering than the maze of wood. 
Where, when the moon-beam flitted o*er his face. 
He seem'd th' unquiet spectre of the place : 
Rank thorns and briers, the rose and woodbine's Uoom 
Perplex'd his path through checker'd light and gloom ; 
Himself insensible of gloom or light, 
Darkness within made all around him night ; 
Till the green beauty of a Uttle glade, 
That open'd up to heaven, his footsteps stay'd : 
Eye, breath, and pulse, the sweet enchantment felt, 
His heart with tenderness began to melt ; 
Trembling, he lean'd against a Druid oak. 
Whose boughs bare token of the thunder-stroke, 
With root unshaken, and with bole unbroke : 
Then thus, while hope almost forgot despair. 
Breathed his soul's burden on the tranquil air :— 

" O, Britain ! Britain ! to thyself be true ; 
Land which the Roman never could subdue : 
Oft though he pass'd thy sons beneath the yoke. 
As oft thy sons the spears they bow'd to broke ; 
Others with home-wrought chains he proudly bound, 
His own too weak to fetter thee he found : 
Though garrison'd by legions, legions fail'd 
To quell thy spirit, — ^thy spirit again prevail'd. 
By him abandon'd, island-martyr ! doom'd 
To prove the fires of ages unconsumed. 
Though Saxon, Dane, Norwegian, Gallic hordes, 
In dire succession, gave thee laws and lords, 
Conquer'd themselves by peace, — in every field, 
The victor to the vanquish'd lost his shield. 
To win my country, to usurp her throne, 
Canute and WilUam must forsake their own ; 
Invading rivers thus roll back the sea. 
Then lose themselves in its immensity. 

<* But 'twas thine own distractions lent them aid, 
Enslaved bv strangers, because self-betray'd ; 
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Still self-distracted ; — ^yet shoulds foreign foe 
Land now^ another spirit thy sons would show ; 
King, nobles, parliament, and people, — all. 
Like the Red Sea's returning waves, would fall. 
And with one burst o'erwhelm the mightiest host. 
— Would such a foe this hour were on thy coast ! 

" How oft, O Albion ! since those twilight times, 
Have wars intestine laid thee waste with crimes ! 
Tweed's borderers were hereditary foes. 
Nor can one crown even now their feuds compose ; 
Thy peasantry were serfs to vassal lords, 
Yoked with their oxen, tether'd to their swords : 
Round their cross-banners kings thy bowmen ranged, 
Till York and Lancaster their roses changed. 
Those days, thank Heaven 1 those evil days are past, 
Yet wilt thou fall by suicide at last ? 
O England ! Engknd ! from such frenzy cease. 
And on thyself have mercy, — Peace ! peace ! peace !" 

" Who talks of Peace ? — sweet Peace is in her grave : 
Save a lone widow, — from her offspring save 4" 
Exclaim'd a voice, scarce earthly, in his ear. 
Withering his nerves with unaccustom'd fear ; 
His hand was on his sword, but ere he drew 
The starting blade, a suppliant cross'd his view ; 
Forth from the forest rush'd a female form. 
Like the moon's image hurrying through the storm ; 
Down in a moment at his feet, aghast, 
Lock'd to his smiting knees, herself she cast. 
Rent were her garments, and her hair unbound. 
All fleck'd with blood from many an unstaunch'd wound. 
Inflicted by the very hands that press'd. 
In rose-lipp'd infoncy, her yearning breast ; 
And ever and anon she look'd behind. 
As though pursuing voices swell'd the wind; 
Then shriek'd insanely, — ^* Peace is in her grave ! 
Save a lost mother, — ^from her children save !" 
Wan with heart-sickness, ready to expire. 
Her cheeks were ashes, but her eye was fire. 
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-—Fire fixM, as throagh the horrar rf the miiis^ 

Sparks from the diamond's still water shine ; 

So where the cloud of death overshadowing hong^ 

Light in her eye from depth of dnrkneas sprung, 

Dazzling his sight, and kindling such a flame 

Within his breast as nature coukl not name ; 

He knew her not ; — that face he never saw ; 

He loved her not, — ^yet love, chastised by awe 

And reverence, with mysterious terror mix'd, 

His looks on hers in fascination fix'd. [at length : 

"Who? — ^whence? — what wouldst thou?" Falkland cried 
His voice inspired her ; up she rose in strength. 
Gathered her robe and spread her locks, to hide 
The unsightly wounds ; then fervently replied : — 
" Behold a matron, widow'd and forlorn, 
Yet many a noble son to me was bom. 
Flowers of my youth, and moming-^ars of joy ! 
— ^They quarrell'd, fought, and slew my youngest boy ; 
Youngest and best beloved ! — ^I rush'd between. 
My darling from the fratricides to screen ; 
He perish'd ; from my arms he droppM in death ; 
I felt him kiss my feet with his last breath ; 
The swords that smote him, flashing round my head. 
Pierced me, — the murderers saw my blood, and fled,— 
Their parent's blood ; and she, unconscious why 
She sought thee out, came here — came here to die. 
*Tis a strange tale ; — ^"tis true, — and yet 'tis not ; 
Follow me, Falkland, thou shalt see the spot,— 
See my slain boy, — ^my life's own life, the pride 
And hope of his poor mother, — but he died ; 
He died, — and she did no^/— how can it be ? 
But I'm immortal !•— F^dkland, come and see." 

She spake ; while Falkland, more and more \ 
On her in^ible demeanour gazed ; 
So vitally her form and features changed. 
He thought his own clear senses were denuaged ; 
Outraged and desdate she seem'd no more ; 
He follow'd ; stately, she advanced befoie ; 



The thickets, at her toneb, gave way, aad na^e 
A wake of irnxmlight through their deepest afhade. 
Anon he found himself on Newhuly's piaia, 
Walking amcng the dying and the ^kin ; 
At every step in Uood his foot was dyed, 
He heard expiring groans on erery side. 
The battle-thunder had rdl'd by ; the smoke 
Was vanish'd ; calm and bright the morning brolss. 
While such estrangement o*er his mind was cast* 
As though another day and ni^ht had past. 
There, midst the nameless crowd, oft met his view 
An eye, a countenance, which Falkland knew. 
But knew not him ;— that eye to ice congeal'd. 
That countenance by death's blank signet seal'd : 
Rebel and roytdist alike laid low. 
Where friend embraced not friend, but foe graap*d foe 
Falkland had tears for each, and patriot sighs, 
For both were Britons in that Briton's eyes. 

Silent before him trod the lofty dame, 
Breathlessly looking round her, till they came 
Where shattered fences mark'd a narrow road : 
Tracing that line, with prostrate corpses stixiw'dt 
She tumM their faces upwaid, one by one, 
Till, suddenly, the newly-risen sun 
Shot through the level air a ruddy glow. 
That fell upon a visage white as snow ; 
Then with a groan of agony, so wild, 
As if the soul within her spake, — ^"My child ! 
My child !" she said, and pointing, shrinking back, 
Made way for Falkland.— Prone along the track 
(A sight at once that warm'd and thrill'd with awe) 
The perfect image of himself he saw. 
Shape, feature, limb, the arms, the dress .he wose, 
And one wide, honourable wound before. 
Then flash'd the fire (^ pride from Falkbnd'e eyet 
" *Tis glorious for onr country thus to die ; 
*Tis sweet to leave an everlasting name, 
A heritage of clear and virtuous &me/' 

11 
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While thoughts like these his maddening brain possessed. 

And lightning pulses thunder'd through his breast ; 

While Falkland Uving stood o'er Falkland dead, 

Fresh at his feet the corse's death-wound bled, 

The eye met his with inexpressive glance, 

Like the sleep-walker's in benumbing trance. 

And o'er the countenance of rigid clay, . 

The flush of life came quick, then pass'd away ; 

A momentary pang convulsed the chest. 

As though the heart, awaking from unrest, 

Broke with the efibrt ; — all again was still ; 

Chill through his tingling veins the blood ran, chill. 

** Can this," he sighJd, ** be virtuous fame and clear ? 

Ah ! what a field of fratricide is here 1 

Perish who may, — 'tis England, England falls ; 

Triumph who will, — ^his vanquish'd country calls. 

As I have done,— as I will never cease. 

While I have breath and being — Peace ! peace ! peace !" 

Here stoop'd the matron o'er the dead man's face, 
Kiss'd the cold lips, then caught in hpr embrace 
The Hving Falkland ; — as he tum'd to speak. 
He felt his mother's tears upon his cheek : 
He knew her, own'd her, and at once forgot 
All but her earliest love, and his first lot. 
Her looks, her tones, her sweet caresses, then 
Brought infancy and fairy land again, 
•—Youth in the mom and maidenhood of life. 
Ere fortune curst his father's house with strife. 
And in an age when nature's laws were changed. 
Mother and son, as heaven from earth, estranged.* 

"Oh, Falkland! Falkland!" when her voice found 
speech. 
The lady cried ; then took a hand of each. 
And joining clasp'd them in her own, — ** My son ! 
Behold thyself, for thou and he are one." 

* There had been unhappy divlsloni in the fkmily, both with respeet to an 
inheritance which Falkland held from hia grandfather, and the relif^n of hie 
mother, who was a Roman Catholic. 
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Tile dead man's hand grasp'd Falkland's with such foice. 
He fell transform'd into that very corse, 
As though the wound which slew his counterpart 
That moment sent the death-shot through his heart. 

When from that ecstasy he oped his eyes, 
He thought his soul translated to the skies ; 
The hattle-field had disappeared ; the scene 
Had changed to beauty, silent and serene ; 
Cit3c^or country look'd as heretofore ; 
A hundred years and half a hundred more 
Had travell'd o'er him while entranced he lay ; 
England appear'd'as England at this day, 
In arts, arms, commerce, enterprise, and power, 
Beycmd the dreams of his devoutest hour, 
When, with prophetic call, the patriot brought 
Ages to come before creative thought. 

With doubt, fear, joy, he look'd above, beneath. 
Felt bis own pulse, inhaled, and tried to breathe : 
Next raised an arm, advanced a foot, then broke 
Silence, yet only in a whisper spoke : — 
•''My mother ! are we risen from the tomb ? 
Is this theu morning of the day of doom ?" 
No answer came ; his mother was not there, 
But, tall and beautiful beyond compare. 
One, who might well have been an angel's bride, 
Were angels mortal, glitter'd at his side. 
It seem'd some mighty wizard had unseal'd 
The book of fate, and in that hour reveal'd 
The object of a passion all his own, 
~ A lady unexistent, or unknown. 
Whose saintly image, in his heart enshrined. 
Was but an emanation of his mind. 
The ideal form of glory, goodness, truth, 
Imbodied now in all the flush of youth, 
Yet not too exquisite to look upon : 
He kneel'd to kiss her hand, — ^the spell was gone. 
Eren while his brain the dear illusion cross'd, 
Her form of soft humanity was lost. . 



•"—Then, nsrmpli mw goddess, of poetic Uitk* 
£*er graced Jove's heaTen, or stept on cbario 
like her in majesty ^-^lie stars cams li sw a 
To wreatke her forehead with a fadeless ceswB ; 
The sky enrobed her with ethereal Une, 
And girt with orient cloads of many a hue; 
The sun, enamour'd of that loveliest sight. 
So veiPd his face with her henigner light. 
That woods and mountains, Talleys, rocks, md 
Were only visible in her pure bejams. 

While Falkland, pale and trembling with sorpoM 
Admired the change, her stature seem'd to riaep 
Till from the ground, on which no shadow spreadt 
To the arched fiimament she rear'd her bead; 
And in th' horizc»i's infinite expanse. 
He saw the British islands at a glance, 
With intervening and encirding seas, 
0*er which, from every port, with every iKeeoat 
Exulting ships were sailing is all realms, 
Whence vessels came, with strangers at their bebns, 
On Albion's shores all climes rejoiced to meet, 
And pour their native treasures at her feet. 

Then Falkland, in that glorious dame, d^MCariei 
Not a dead parent, nor a phantom bride. 
But her who ruled his soul, in either part. 
At once the spouse and mother of his heart, 
— ^His country, thus personified, in grace 
And grandeur unconceived, before his face/ 
Then spake a voice, as from the priaud wphemt 
Heard by his spirit rather than his e^ix :-^ 

" Henceforth let civil war for ever cease ; 
Henceforth, my sons and daughters, dwell in peao^i 
Amidst the ocean-waves that never rest. 
My lovely Isle, be thou the halcyon's nest ; 
Amidst the nations, evermore in arms. 
Be thou a haven, safe from all alarms ; 
Alone inunovable 'midst ruins stand, 
Th' unfailing hope of every failing land : 
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To thee for refuge kings enthroned repair; 
Slaves flock to hreathe the freedom of thine air. 
Hither, from chains and yokes, let exiles bend 
Their footsteps ; here the friendless find a fidend ; 
The country of mankind shall Britain be, 
The home of peace, the whole world's sanctuary." 

The pageant fled ; 'twas but a dream : he woke. 
And found himself beneath the Druid-oak, 
Where first the phantom on his vigil broke. 

Around him gleam'd the mom's reviving light ; 
But distant trumpets summon'd to the fight. 
And Falkland slept among the slain at night. 

1831. 



THE PATRIOT'S PASS-WORD. 

On tile achievement of Arnold de Winkelried, at the battle of Sempach, in whicli 
the SwIm inaurgenu secured the freedom of their country, againat tiie powar 
of Austria, in the fourteenth century. 

^ f / / 

" Make way Ifor liberty !" he cried, 
Made way for liberty, and died. 

In arms the Austrian phalanx stood, 
A L'ving wall, a human wood ; 
A wall, — ^where every conscious stone* 
Seem'd to its kindretl thousands grown, 
A rampart all assaults to bear. 
Till time to dust their frames should wear : 
A wood,— like that enchanted grove* 
In which with fiends Rinaldo strove. 
Where every silent tree possess'd 
A spirit imprison'd in its breast, 
Which the first stroke of coming strife 
Might startle into hideous life : 
So still, so dense, the Austrians stood, 
A living wall, a human wood. 
^ ft 

* QmnuaXwimt Ubtrata, e^nto xviil. 



ImpiegnaUe their fioni apqpean, 
All-honent with projected spwrn* 
Whose polish'd points before theniddiinit 
From flank to flank, one brilliant line. 
Bright as the breakeis' splendoios nin 
Altmg the billows to the sun. 

Opposed to these, a hoTering band 
Contended for their father-land ; 
Peasants, whose new-found strength had fardce 
From manly necks th' ignoble yoke. 
And beat their fetters into swords, 
On equal terms to fight their lords. 
And what insurgent rage had gain'd. 
In many a mortal fray maintainM. 
Marshall'd cmce more, at freedom's call * 
They came to conquer or to fall, 
Where he who conquer'd, he who fell, 
Was deem'd a dead or living Tell ; 
Such virtue had that patriot breathed, 
So to the soil his soul bequeathed. 
That wberesoe'er his arrows flew. 
Heroes in his own likeness grew. 
And warriors sprang from every sod 
Which his awdtening footstep trod. 

And now the work of hfe and death 
Hung on the passing of a breath ; 
The fire of conflict burn'd within. 
The battle trembled to begin ; 
Yet while the Austrians held their ground. 
Point for assault was nowhere found ; 
Where'er th' impatient Switzers gazed, 
Th' unbroken line of lances blazed ; 
That line 'twere suicide to meet. 
And perish at their tyrants' feet : 
How could they rest within their gravely 
To leave their homes the haunts of slavBy ? 
Would they »at feel their children tread, 
With dankfiEig chains, 9i»r% tbtpir bead t 
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It must not be ; itm day, dus howr 
Annihilates th' ioTiicler's power ; 
All Switzerland is in the field. 
She will not fly, she cannot yidd. 
She muist not fall ; her better &te 
Here gives her an immortal date. 
Few were the numbers she coul^boast, 
Yet every freeman was a host. 
And felt as 'twere a secret known, 
That one should turn the scale alone. 
While each unto himself was he. 
On whose sole arm hung victory. 

It did depend on one indeed ; 
Behold him, — ^Arnold Winkelried ; 
There sounds not to the trump of fame 
The echo of a nobler name. 
Unmark'd he stood amidst the throng. 
In rumination deep and long, 
Till you might see, with sudden grace. 
The very thought come o'er his face, 
And by the motion of his form 
Anticipate the bursting storm. 
And by th' uplifting of his brow 
Tell where the bolt would strike, and how* 

But 'twas no sooner thought than done, 
The field was in a moment won ; 
** Make way for liberty !" he cried. 
Then ran, with arms extended wide, 
As if his dearest friend to clasp ; 
Ten spears he swept within his grasp ; 
*« Make Way for liberty !" he cried, 
Their keen points cross'd from side to side ; 
He bow'd amidst them, like a tree. 
And thus made way for liberty. 

Swift to the breach his conmuies fly, 
♦*Make way for liberty I" they cry, 
A^d throu^ the Austrian phalanx dart, 
A$ rufh'd tbe fpeait through Arnold's hmfU 
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While, instantaneous as bis &11, 
Rout, ruin, panic seized them ail ; 
An earthquake could not overthrow 
A city with a surer blow. 

Thus Switzerland again was free ; 
Thus death made way for liberty. 

r, 1827. • 



THE VOYAGE OF THE BLIND. 



* " It wa> that fktal and perfidious bark. 

Built in th* eclipse, and rigg'd with curses dark." 

Milton's LfoUaa, 

Thi subject of the following poem was suggested by certain well-authenticated 
fkets, published at Paris, In a medical journal, some years ago j of which a few 
particulars may be given here. 

** The ship Le Rodmrt Captain B., of two hundred tons burden, left Havre on 
the 94th of January, 1819, for the coast of Africa, and reached her destination 
on the 14th of March following, anchoring at Bonny, on the river Calabar. The 
crew, consisting of twenty-two men, enjoyed good health during the outward 
voyage, and during their stay at Bonny, where they continued till the fith of 
April. They had observed no trace of ophthalmia among the natives ; and it was 
not until fifteen days after they had set sail on the return voyage, and the vessel 
was near the equator, that they perceived the first symptoms of this flrightful 
malady. It was then remarked, that the negroes, who, to the number of one 
hundred and sixty, were crowded together in the hold, and between the decks, 
had contracted a considerable redness of the eyes, which sinread with singular 
rapidity. No great attention was at first paid to these symptoms, which were 
thought to be caused only by the want of air in the hold, and by the scarcity of 
water, which had already begun to be felt. At this time they were liihited to 
ejf ht ounces of water a day for each person, which quantity was afterwards 
reduced to the half of a wine-glass. By the advice of M. Maugnan, the surgeon 
of the ship, the negroes, who had hitherto remained shut up in the bold, were 
brought upon deck in succession, in order that they might breathe a purer air. 
But it became necessary to abandon this expedient, salutary as it was, because 
many of the negroes, affected with nostalgia, (a passionate longing to return to 
their native land,) threw themselves into the s^a, locked in each other's arms. 

**The disease which had spread itself so rapidly and frightfully among the 
Aft'icans, soon began to infect all on board. The danger also was greatly 
increased by a malignant dysentery which prevailed at the time. The first of 
the crew who caught it was a sailor who slept under the deck near the grated 
hatch which communicated with the hold. The next day a landsman was 
seised with ophthalmia ; and in three days more, the captain and the whole 
ship's company, except one sailor, who remained at the helm, were blinded by 
the disorder. 

** All means of cure which the surgeon employed, while he was able to act, 
pAved inefifectual. Th^sulferings of the crew, which were otherwiM int«nsei 
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wen mf gravated by apprebenttoii of revcrtt ijomg tbe aegipcMi and the dread 
of not befog able to rencb tbe Went Indie*, if the only jiailor wbo bjiibitherto 
oeeaped the contagion, and on whom their whole hope reated, shoiild loae 
hii iighi like the rest. Thie calaaatty bad aetoaHy beMles the U»% a flpaniih 
▼eaiel which the Rodeur met on her passage, and the whole of whose crew, 
havfaig become blind, were under the necessity of altogether abandoning the 
direetton of their ship. These unhappy creatures, as they passed, earnestly 
OBtreated the chariuble interference of the seamen of the Rodeur; but these, 
under their own affliction, could neither quit their vessel to go op board the 
Leon, nor receive the crew of the latter into the Rodeur, where, on account of 
the eargo of negroes, there was scarcely room for thenselvea. The vessels, 
tberelbre, soon parted company, and tbe Leon was never seen or heard of again, 
■0 ikr as could be traced at the publication of this narrative. In all probability, 
then. It was lost. On the fhte of tki$ veseel the poem is founded. 

<*The Rodeur reached Guadaloupe on tbe 2l8t of June, 1819; her crew being 
fai a most deplorable condition. Of the negroes, thirty-seven had become per- 
ftetly blind, twelve had lost each an eye, and fourteen rematoed otherwise 
Memiahed by the disease. Of tbe crew, twelve, inclttdiog the surgeon, had 
•ntirely lost their sight; five escaped with an (eye each, and four were paitially 



PART I. 

0*BR Africa the morning broke, 

And many a negro-land reveal'd, 
From Europe's eye and Europe's yoke, 

In nature's inmost heart conceal'd : 
Here roU'd the Nile his glittering tndn. 
From Ethiopia to the main ; 
And Niger there uncoil'd his length, 
That hides his fountain and his strengthf 

Among the realms of noon ; 
Casting away their robes of night, 
Forth stood in nakedness of light, 

The mountains of the moon. 

Hush'd were the bowlings of the wild. 

The leopard in his den lay prone ; 
Man, while creation round l^m smiled. 

Was sad or savage, man alone ; 
— ^Down In the dungeons of Algiers, 
The Christian captive woke in tears ; 
Caffiaria's lean, marauding race 
Prowl'd forth on pillage or the ciiase ; 
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— ^In Libyan sditude, 
Th' Arabian horseman scour'd along ; 
— The caravan's obstreperous throng, 

Their dusty march pursued. 

But wo grew frantic in the west ; 

A wily rover of the tide 
Had mark'd the hour of Afric's rest, 

To snatch her children from her side : 
At early dawn, to prospering gales. 
The eager seamen stretch their sails ; 
The anchor rises from its sleep 
Beneath the rocking of the deep ; 

Impatient from the shore, 
A vessel steals ;— Hshe steals away. 
Mute as the lion with his prey, 

— ^A human prey she bore. 

Curst was her trade and contraband. 

Therefore that keel, by guilty stealth. 
Fled with the darkness from the strand. 

Laden with living bales of wealth : 
Fair to the eye her streamers play'd 
With undulating light and shade ; 
White from her prow the gurgling foam 
Flew backward tow'rds the negro's home, 

• Like his unheeded sighs ; 
Sooner that melting foam shall reach 
His inland home, than yonder beach 
Again salute his eyes. 

Tongue hath not language to unfold 
The secrets of the space between 
That vessel's flanks, — whose dungeon-hold 

Hides what the sun hath never seen ; 
Three hundred writhing prisoners there 
Breathe one mephitic blast of air 
From lip to lip ; — ^like flame supprest. 
It bursts from every tortured breast. 
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With dreary groans and strong ; 
Lock'd side to side, they feel, hy starts, 
The heating of each other's hearts, 

— ^Their breaking too, ere long. 

Light o'er the blue untroubled sea. 

Fancy might deem that vessel held 
Her voyage to eternity, 

By one unchanging breeze impell'd ; 
—Eternity is in jthe sky. 
Whose span of distance mocks the eye ; 
Eternity upon the main, 
The horizon there is sought in vain : 

Eternity below 
Appears in heaven's inverted face ; 
And on, through everlasting space, 

Th* unbounded billows flow. 

Yet, while his wandering bark career'd. 

The master knew, with stern delight, 
That full for port her hehn was steer'd, 

y/iib. aim unerring, day and night. 
— ^Pirate ! that port thou ne'er shalt had ; 
Thine eye in search of it shall fail : 
But, lo ! thy slaves expire beneath ; 
Haste, bring the wretches forth to breathe : 

Brought forth, — away the/ spring. 
And headlong in the whelming tide, 
Rescued from thee, their sorrows hide 

Beneath the halcyon's wing. 

PART II. 

There came an angel of eclipse. 

Who haunts at times th' Atlantic flood. 

And smites with blindness, on their ships. 
The captives and the men of blood. 

— Here, in the hold the blight began 

From eye to eye contagion ran ; 



Sight, as with bamin^ fareiids« was quenehMi 
None from the fiety trial Uench'd, 

But, panting for releaae. 
They call'd on death, who, cloae bdiind. 
Brought pestilence to lead the Uind, 

From agony to peace. 

The two-fold plague no power could check { 

Unseen its withering arrows flew ; 
It walkM in silence on the deck, 

And smottf from stem to stem the crew : 
-—As glow-worms dwindle in the ahado, 
As lamps in charnel-houses fade. 
From every orb, with vision fired. 
In flitting sparks the light retired ; 

The suflferers saw it go, 
And o'er the ship, the sea, the skies. 
Pursued it with their failing eyes, 

Till all was black below. 

A murmur swell'd along the gale. 

All rose, and held their breath to hear ; 
All look'd, but none could spy a sail, . 

Although a sail was near ; 
— >* Help I help I" our beckoning sailors cried ; 
" Help I help !" a hundred tongues replied : 
Then hideous clamour rent the air. 
Questions and answers of despair : 

Few words the mystery clear'd ; 
The pest had found that second baric. 
Where every eye but his was dark. 

Whose hand the vessel steer'd. 

He, wild with panic, tum'd away. 
And thence his shrieking ounrades boie ; 

From either ship the winds convey 
Farewells, that soon are heard no more : 

— ^A calm of horror hush'd the waves ; 

Behold them ! — ^merchant, seamen, slavas. 
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The blin4s tjfte dying, and the dei^d ; 
All help, all hopQ, far ever fled; 

Unseen, yet face to face ! 
Wo past, wo present) wo to come. 
Held for a while each yictim dumb, 

— Impaled upon his place. 

It is not in the blood of m^n 

To crouch ingloriously to fate ; 
Nature will struggle while she can ; 

Misfortune makes her children great ; 
The head which lightning hath laid lo^, 
Is hallow'd by the noble blow : 
The wretch who yields a felon's breath. 
Emerges from the cloud of death, 

A spirit on the storm : 
But virtue perishing unknown, 
Watch'd by the eye of Heaven alone. 

Is earth's lea^ earthly form. 

What were the scenes on board that barl^ ' 

The tragedy which none beheld, 
Whe» (as the deluge bore the ark), 

By power invisible impell'd, 
The keel went blindfold through the surge. 
Where stream might drift, or tempest ui^e. ; 
— ^Plaguei, femine, thirst, their numbers slew» 
And frqnzy seized the hardier few 

Who yet were spared to try 
How evi^rlasting are the pangs. 
When life upon a moment hangs. 

And death stands mocking by. 

Imagination's diuring glance 
May pierce that vale of my^t^ry. 

As in the rapture of a trance, 
Things which no eye hath seen to 8^ ; 

And hear by fits along the gales. 

Screams, maniac-lavi^ht^, boUow wi^Us.: 

13 
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— They stand, they lie, above, beneath, 
Groans of unpitied anguish breathe, 

Tears unavailing shed ; 
Each, in abstraction of despair, 
Seems to himself a hermit there, 

Alive among the dead. 

Yet respite, — ^respite from his woes, 

Even here, the conscious sufferer feels ; 
Worn down by torture to repose, 

Slumber the vanish'd world reveals : 
—Ah ! then the eyes, extinct in night. 
Again behold the blessed hght ; 
Ah ! then the frame of rack'd disease 
Lays its delighted limbs at ease ; 

Swift to his own dear land. 
The unfettered slave with shouts returns. 
Hard by his dreaming t3rrant bums 

At sight of Cuba's strand. 

To blank reality they wake. 

In darkness opens every eye : 
Peace comes ; — ^the negro's heart-strings break. 

To him 'tis more than life to die : 
— ^How feels, how fares the man of blood? 
In endless exile on the flood. 
Rapt, as though fiends his vessel steer'd. 
Things which he once believed and fear'd, 

—Then scom'd as idle names, — 
Death, judgment, conscience, hell conspire. 
With thronging images of fire. 

To light up guilt in flames. 

Who cried for mercy in that hour. 

And found it on the desert sea ? 
Who to the utmost grasp of power 

Wrestled with life's last enemy ? 
Who, Marius-like, defying fate, 
(Marius.on fallen Carthage) sate ? 
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Who, through a hurricane of fears, 
Clung to the hopes of future years ? 

And who, with heart unqaail'd, 
Look'd from time's trembling precipice 
Down on eternity's abyss. 

Till breath and footing fail'd ? 

Is there among this crew not one. 

One whom a widow'd mother bare, — 
Who mourns far off her only son. 

And pours for him her soul in prayer ? 
Even now, when o'er his soflen'd thought, 
Remembrance of her love is brought. 
To soothe death's agony, and dart 
A throb of comfort through his heart,— 

Even now a mystic knell 
Sounds through her pulse ;>— she Ms her eye. 
Sees a pale spirit passing by, 

And hears his voice, " farewell I" 

Mother and son shall meet no more : 

— ^The floating tomb of its own dead. 
That ship shall never reach a shore ; 

But, far from track of seamen led. 
The sun shall watch it, day by day. 
Careering on its lonely way ; 
Month after month, the moon shine pale 
On falling mast and riven sail ; 

The stars, from year to year, 
Mark the bulged flanks, and sunken deck. 
Till not a ruin of the wreck 

On ocean's face appear.- 
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AN EVERY-DAY TALE. 

WriUen for a benevolent Society in the metropolii, the objeet of whieh if to 
nliere poor women daring tke JbrH month of thoir tfUowkoodj to pr^rrn what 
little property tbey may have from wreck atod ruin. In a aeaadn «f MPbanaie- 
ment, when kindnen and good counsel are eapecially needed ; and, eo fkr aa 
may be practicable, to awiat the dectitute with Aiture meant of aatwtaining 
themeelves and their fatherless children. 

*'The short and simple annals of tha poor."— Gbat. 

MiNB is a tale of every day, 
Yet turn not thou thine ear away ; 
For 'tis the bitterest thought of all, 
The worm^wopd added to the gall. 
That such a wreck of mortal bliss, 
That such a weight of wo as this. 
Is ho strange thing,— but, strange to s&y ! 
The tale, the truth of every day. 

At Mary's birth, her mother smiled 
L{pon her first, last, only child, 
And, at the sight of that young flower. 
Forgot the anguish of her hour ; 
Her pains retum'd ;•— she soon forgot 
Lo^6, joy, hope, sorrow, — she was not. 

Her partner stoodj like one bereft 
Of all, — ^not all, their babe was left ; 
By the dead mother's side it slept, 
Slept sweetly ; — ^when it woke, it wept. 
«* Live, Maryy Hve, and I will be . . 
Father and mother both to thee !" 
The mourner cried, and while he spake, 
His breaking heart forebore to break ; 
Faith, courage, patience, from above. 
Flew to the help of fainting love. 
While o'er his charge that parent yeam'd, 
All w(»nan's tenderness he leam'd. 
All woman's waking, sleeping care, 
— ^That sleeps not to her babe, — ^her prayer. 
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Of power to bring upon its head, 
The richest blessings heaven can shed ; 
All these he leam'd, and lived to say, 
*• My strength was given me as my day." 

So the Red Indian of those woods, 
That echo to Lake Erie's Hoods, 
Reft of his consort in the wild, 
Became the mother of his child ! 
Nature (herself a mother) saw 
His grief, and loosed her kindliest law : 
Warm from its fount life's stream, propell'd, 
His breasts with sweet nutrition swell'd, 
At whose strange springs, his in^t drew 
Milk, as the rose-bud drinks the dew. 

Mary from childhood rose to youth, 
In paths of innocence and truth ; 
— ^Train'd by her parent, from her birth. 
To go to heaven by way of earth, 
She was to him, in after-life. 
Both as a daughter and a wife. 

Meekness, simplicity, and grace, 
Adom'd her speech, her air, her face ; 
The spirit, through its earthly mould, 
Broke, as the lily's leaves unfold ; 
Her beauty open'd on the sight, 
As a star trembles into light. 

Love found that maiden ; love will find 
Way to the coyest maiden's mind ; 
Love found and tried her many a year. 
With hope deferr'd, and boding fear ; 
To the world*s end her hero stray'd ; 
Tempests and calms his bark de^y'd ; 
What then could her heart-sickness soothe ? 
" The course of true love ne'er ran smooth !" 
Her bosom ached with drear suspense, 
Till sharper trouble drove it thence : 
Affliction smote her ftither's brain, 
And he became a child again. 

12* 
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Ah ! then, the prayers, the pangs, the tean, 
He breathed, feh, shed on her young yean, 
That duteous daughter well repaid. 
Till in the grave she saw him laid, 
Beneath her mother's church-yard stone : 
— There first she felt Iferself dmie ; 
But while she gazed on that cold heap. 
Her parents* bed, and could not weep, 
A still small whisper seem'd to say, 
«* Strength shall be given thee as thy day :" 
Then rush'd the tears to her relief; 
A bow was in the cloud of grief. 

Her wanderer now, from clime to clime, 
Retum'd, unchanged by tide or time. 
True as the morning to the sun ; 
— ^Mary and William soon were one ; 
And never rang the village bells 
With sweeter falls or merrier swells. 
Than while the neighbours, young and old. 
Stood at their thresholds, to behold. 
And bless them, till they reach'd the spot. 
Where woodbines girdled Mary's cot. 
Where throstles, perch'd on orchard trees, 
Sang to the hum of garden bees : 
And there— /lo longer forced to roam — 
William found all the world at home ; 
Yea, more than all the world beside, 
— ^A warm, kind heart to his allied. 

Twelve years of humble life they sp^at. 
With food and raiment well content ; 
In flower of youth and flush of health, 
They envied not voluptuous wealth ; 
The wealth of poverty was theirs, 
— ^Those riches without wings or snares. 
Which honest hands, by diuly toil. 
May dig from every generous soil. 
A little farm, whils William till'd, 
Mary her household cares ftdflll'd ; 
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And lore, joy, peace, with g^oileless iniith» 
S&te loond the table, waim'd their hearth ; 
Whence rose, like incense, to the skies^ 
Morning and evening sacrifice. 
And contrite spirits found, in prayer, 
That home was heaven, for God was there. 

Meanwhile the May-flowers oa their Ian& 
Were yearly pluck'd by younger hands ; 
New comers watch'd the swallows float. 
And mock*d the cuckoo's double note ; 
Till, head o*er head, in slanting line. 
They stood,— a progeny of nine. 
That might be ten ; — ^but ere that day. 
The father's Ufe was snatch'd away ; 
Faint from the field one night he came ; 
Fever had seized his sinewy frame. 
And left the strong man, when it pass'd^ 
Frail as the sere leaf in the blast ; 
A long, long winter's illness, bow'd 
His head ; — spring-daisies deck'd his shroud. 
Oh ! 'twas a bitter day for all, 
The husband's, father's funeral ; 
The dead, the living, and the unborn 
Met there, — ^were there asunder torn. 

Scarce was he. buried out of sight. 
Ere his tenth infant sprang to light. 
And Mary, from her child-bed throes. 
To instant, utter ruin rose ; 
Harvests had faii'd, and sickness drain'd 
Her frugal stock-purse, ion^ retain'd ; 
Rents, debts, and taxes all. fell due. 
Claimants were loud, resources few. 
Small, and remote ; — yet time and care 
Her shatter'd fortunes might repdr^ 
If but a firiend,-^--a friend in need, — 
Such friend would be a friend indeed, — 
Would, by a mite of succour lent. 
Wrongs irretrievable prevent ! 
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She look*d around for such an one, 

And sigh'd but spake not, — ^*/» there none?** 

— Oh ! if he come not ere an hour, 

All will elapse beyond her power. 

And homeless, helpless, hopeless, lost, 

Mary on this cold world be tost 

With all her babes !***»* 

Came such a friend ! — ^I must not say ; 

Mine is a tale of every day : 

But wouldst thou know the worst of all. 

The wormwood mingled with the gall, 

Go visit thou, in their distress, 

The widow and the fatherless, 

And thou shalt find such wo as this, 

Such breaking up of earthly bliss, 

Is no strange thing, — ^but, strange to say ! 

The tale-^he truth — of every day. 

Go, visit thou, in their distress. 
The Widow and the Fatherless. 
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A TALE WITHOUT A NAME. 

" O woman ! in our hours of ease. 
Uncertain, coy, and bard to please ; 
— Wben pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thou !" 

ScoTT*8 Marmion, canto vi. 

PART I. 

He had no friend on earth but thee ; 

No hope in heaven above ; 
By day and night, o'er land and sea. 

No solace but thy love : 
He wander'd here, he wander'd there, 

A fugitive like^ Cain ; 
And moum'd like him, in dark despair. 

A brother rashly slain. . 
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Rashly, yet not in sudden wrath, 

They quarrell'd in their pride ; 
He sprang upon his brother's path, 

And smote him that he died. 
A nightmare sat upon his brain, 

All stone within he felt ; 
A death-watch tick'd through every vein. 

Till the dire blow was dealt. 

As from a dream, in pale surprise, 

Waking, the murderer stood ; 
He met the victim's closing eyes. 

He saw his brother's l^ood : 
That blood pursued him on his way, 

A hving, murmuring stream ; 
Those eyes before him flash'd dismay, 

With ever-dying gletun. 

In vain he strove to fly the scene, 

And breathe beyond that time ; 
Tormented memory glared between ; 

Immortal seem'd his crime : 
His thoughts, his words, his actions all 

Tum'd on his fallen brother ; 
That hour he never could recall, 

Nor ever live another. 

To him the very clouds stood still. 

The ground appear'd unchanged ; 
One light was ever on the hill, 

— ^That hill where'er he ranged : 
He heard the brook, the birds, the wind* 

Sound in the glen below ; 
The self-same tree he cower'd behind. 

He struck the self-same blow. 

Yet was not reason quite o'erthrown. 

Nor so benign his lot. 
To dwell in frenzied grief alone 

All other wo forgot : 
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The world within and world around, 

Cksh'd in perpetual strife ; 
Present and past close interwound 

Through his whole thread of life. 

That thread, inextricahly spun, 

Might reach eternity ; 
For ever doing, never done, 

That moment's deed might be ; 
This was a worm that would not die, 

A fire unquenchable : 
Ah ! whither shall the sufferer fly ? 

Fly from a bosom-hell ? 

He had no friend on earth but thee, 

No hope in heaven above ; 
By day and night, o'er land and sea, 

No refuge but thy love ; 
Not time nor place, nor crime, nor shame, 

Could change thy spousal truth ; 
In desolate old age the same 

As in the joy of youth. 

Not death, but infamy, to 'scape. 

He left his native coast ; 
To death in any other shape. 

He long'd to jrield the ghost : 
But infamy his steps pursued. 

And haunted every place. 
While death, though like a lover wooed, 

Fled from his loathed embrace. 

He wander'd here, he wander'd there. 

And she his angel-guide, — 
The silent spectre of despair. 

With mercy at his side ; 
Whose love and loveliness alone 

Shed comfort round his gloom, 
—Pale as the monumental stone 

That watches o'er a tomb * 
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PART II. 

They cross'd the hlue Atlantic flood ; 

A storm their bark assail'd ; 
Stem through the hurricane he stood. 

All hearts, all efforts fail'd : 
With horrid hope, he eyed the waves, 

That flash'd like wild-fires dim ; 
But ocean, midst a thousand graves, 

Denied a grave to him. 

On shore he sought delirious rest. 

In crowds of busy men. 
When suddenly the yellow pest 

Came reeking from its den : 
The city vanish'd at its breath ; 

He caught the taint, and lay 
A suppliant at the gate of death, 

— ^Death spum'd the wretch away. 

In solitude of streams and rocks. 

Mountains and forests dread. 
Where nature's free and fearless flocks 

At her own hand are fed, 
They hid their pangs ; — ^but oh ! to live 

In peace, — ^In peace to die, — 
Was more than soHtude could give^ 

Or earth's whole round supply. 

The swampy wilderness their haunt. 

Where fiery panthers prowl, 
Serpents their fatal splendours flaunt, 

And wolves and lynxes howl ; 
Where alligators throng the floods. 

And reptiles, venom-arm'd, 
Infest the air, the fields, the woods. 

They slept, they waked unharm'd 
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Where the Red Indians, in their ire, 

With havoc mark the way, 
Skulk in dark ambush, waste with fire. 

Or gorge inhuman prey : 
Their blood no wild marauder shed ; 

Secure without defence, 
Alike, were his devoted head, 

And her meek innocence. 

Weary of loneliness, they tum*d 

To Europe's carnage-field ; 
At glory's Moloch-shrine, he bun»'d 

His hated breath to yield : 
He plunged into the hottest strife ; 

He dealt the deadhest blows ; 
To every foe exposed his fife ; 

Powerless were all his foes. 

The iron thunder-bolts, with wings 

Of lightning, shunn'd his course ; 
Harmless the hail of battle rings. 

The bayonet spends its force ; 
The sword to smite him fiames aIpof« 

Descends, — ^but strikes in vain; 
His hiUnded front was weapon-proof, 

He wore the mark of Cain. 

" I cannot live,— ^I cannot die !" 

He mutter'd in despair ; 
" This curse of immortality. 

Oh, could I quit, — or beiar !" 
— Of every frantic hope bereft. 

To meet a nobler doom. 
One refuge,— only one, — ^was left,— 

To storm th*" unjrielding tomb. 

Through, hid own brei^^ the pas^^ IajTi 

The steel was in his hand ; 
But fiends upstarting fenced the way;, 

And ev«ry nerve unmemn'd : 
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The heart that ached its blood to spill, 

With palsying horror died ; 
The arm, rebellioas to his will. 

Hung withering at his side. 

O woman ! wonderful in love, 

Whose weakness is thy power, 
^ How did thy spirit rise above 

Tne conflict of that hour ! 
— She found him prostrate ; — not a sigh 

Escaped her tortured breast. 
Nor fell one tear-drop from her eye. 

Where torrents were supprest. 

Her faithful bosom stay'd his head. 

That throbb'd with fever heat ; 
Her eye serene compassion shed, 

Which his could never jneet : 
Her arms enclasp'd his shuddering frame, 

While at his side she kneel'd. 
And utter'd nothing but his name, 

Yet all her soul reveal'd. 

Touch'd to the quick, he gave no sign 

By gentle word or tone ; 
In him afiection could not shine, 

'Twas fire within a stone ; 
Which no collision by the way 

Could startle into light, . 
Though the poor heart that held it, lay 

Wrapt in Cimmerian night. 

It was not always thus ; — erewhile 

The kindness of his youth, 
His brow of innocence, and smile 

Of unpretending truth, — 
Had left such strong ddigfat,— tfaiU she 

Would oft recall the time. 
And live in golden raiemory, 

Unconscious of his crime. 
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Though 8elf-«bandonM now to fiite, 

The passive prey of grief, 
Sullen, and cold, and desolate, 

He shunn'd, he spum'd relief: 
Still onward iiv its even course 

Her pure affection press'd. 
And pour*d with soft and silent force 

Its sweetness through his breast. ^ 

Thus Sodom's* melancholy lake 

No turn or current knows ; 
Nor breeze, nor billow sounding, break . 

The horror of repose ; 
While Jordan, through the sulphurous brine, 

Rolls a translucent stream. 
Whose waves with answering beauty shine 

To every changing beam. 



PART III. 

At length the hardest trial came, 

Again they cross the seas ; 
The waves their wilder fury tame. 

The storm becomes a breeze : 
Homeward their easy course they hold, 

And now in radiant view, 
The purple forelands, tinged with gold. 

Larger and lovelier grew. 

The vessel on the tranquil tide 

Then seem'd to lie at rest, 
While Albion, in maternal pride, 

Advanced with open breast 
To bid them welcome on the main : 

— ^Both shrunk from her embrace ; 
Cold grew the pulse through ©very vein ; 

He tum'd away his face. 
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Silent, apart, on deck he stands 

In ecstasy of wo : 
A brother's blood is on his hands. 

He sees, he hears it flow : 
Wilder than ocean tempest-wrought, 

Thouglyieadly calm his look ; 
His partner read his inmost thought. 

And strength her limbs forsook. 

Then first, then last, a pang she proved 

Too exquisite to bear : 
She fell, — he caught her,^-strangely moved. 

Roused from intense despair ; 
Alive to feelings long unknown, 

He wept upon her cheek. 
And caird her in as kind a tone 

As love's own Hps could speak. 

Her spirit heard that voice, and feh 

Arrested on its flight ; 
Back to the mansion where it dwelt. 

Back from the gates of light. 
That open'd paradise in trance. 

It hasten'd from afar, 
Cluick as the startled seaman's glance 

Turns from the polar star. 

She breathed again, look'd up, and lo ! 

Those eyes that knew not tears. 
With streams of tenderness o'erflow ; 

That heart, through hopeless years, * 

The den of fiends in darkness chain'd. 

That would not, dared not r§st, 
Aflection fervent, pure, unfeign'd. 

In speechless sighs express' d. . 

Content to live, since now she knew 

What love believed before ; 
Content to live, since he was true. 

And love could ask no more, — 
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This TOW to righteoiu heaven she made, 

— •« Whatever ills befall, 
Patient, unshrinking, undismayed, 

rU freely suffer all." 

They land, — they take the wonted road, 

By twice ten years estranged P 
The trees, the fields, their old abode. 

Objects and men had changed : 
Familiar faces, forms endearM, 

Each well-remember'd name, 
From earth itself had disappeared. 

Or seem'd no more the same. 

The old were dead, the young were old ; 

Children to men had sprung ; 
And every eye to them was cold, 

And silent every tongue ; 
Friendless, companionless, they roam 

Amidst their native scene ; 
In drearier banishment at home. 

Than savage climes had been. 



PART IV. 

Yet worse she fear'd ;— nor long they lay 

In safety or suspense ; 
Unslumbering justice seized her prey. 

And dragg'd the culprit thence : 
Amid the dungeon's darken'd walls, 

Down on the cold damp floor, 
A wreck of Inisery he falls, 

Close to the bolted door. 

And she is gone, — ^while he remains, 

Bewilder'd in the gloom, 
To brood in solitude and chains 

Upon a felon's doom : 
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Tes, she is gone, — and he forlolm 

Must groon the night away. 
And long to see her face at -mom, 

More welcome than the day. 

The morning comes, — she re-appears 

With grief-dissembling wiles ; 
A sad serenity of tears, 

An agony of smiles, 
Her looks assume ; his spectral woes 

Are vanished at the sight ; 
And all within him seem'd repose. 

And aU around him light. 

Never since that mysterious hour, 

When kindred blood was spilt,— 
Never had aught in nature power 

To soothe corroding guilt. 
Till the glad moment when she cross'd 

The threshold of that place. 
And the wild rapture, when he lost 

Himself in her embrace. 

Even then, while on her neck he hung. 

Ere yet a word they spoke. 
As by a fiery serpent stung. 

Away at once ne broke : 
Frenzy, remorse, confusion, burst 

In tempest o'er his brain ; 
He felt accused, condemned, accurst, 

He was himself again. • 

Days, weeks, juid months had mark'd the flight 

Of time's unwearied wing, 
Ere winter's long, lugubrious night 

Relented into spring : 
To him who pined for death's release. 

An age the space between ! 
To her who could not hope for peace. 

How fugitive the scene ! 
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In Tain she chid forewarning fears^ 

In vain repress'd her wo. 
Alone, unseen, her sighs and tears 

Would freely heaye and flow : 
Yet ever in his sight, by day, 

Her looks were calm and kind. 
And when at evening torn away. 

She left her soul behind. 

Hark ! — ^hark ! — the judge is at the gate* 

The trumpets' thrilling tones 
Ring through the cells, the voice of fete ! 

Re-echo'd thence in groans : . 
The sound hath reach'd her ear, — she stands 

In marble-chlllness dumb ; 
He too hath heard, and smites his hands : 

"I come," he cried, "I come." 

Before the dread tribunal now, 

Firm in collected pride. 
Without a scowl upon his brow. 

Without a pang to hide, 
He stood ; — superior in that hour 

To recreant fear and shame ; 
Peril itself inspired the power 

To meet the worst that came. 

'Twas like the tempest when he sought 

Fate in the swallowing food ; 
'Twas like the battle, when he fought 

For Aeath through seas of blood : 
— ^A violence which soon must break 

The heart that would not bend, 
— ^A heart that almost ceased to ache 

In hope of such an end. 

On him, while every eye was fiz'd. 

And every lip expressed. 
Without a voice, the rage unmix'd. 

That boil'd in every breast ; 
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It seem'dy as thi>ugh that deed abhonr'd, 

In years far distant done. 
Had cut asunder ever cord 

Of fel-owship but one, — 

That one indissolubly bound 

A feeble woman's heart : 
— Faithful in every trial found. 

Long had she borne her part ; 
Now at his helpless side alone. 

Girt with infuriate crowds. 
Like the new moon her meekness shone. 

Pale through a gulf of clouds. 

Ah ! well might every bosom yearn. 

Responsive to her sigh ; 
And every visage, dark and stemt 

Soften beneath that eye : 
Ah ! well might every lip of gall 

Th* unutter'd curse suspend ; 
Its tones for her in blessings fall. 

Its breath in prayer ascend. 

'* Guilty !"-Uhat thundeiHStriking scMind, 

All shudder'd when they beard ; 
A burst of horrid joy around 

Hail'd the tremendous word ; 
Check'd in a moment, — she was there 1 

The instinctive groan «ras hush'd ; 
Nature, that forced it, cried, " Forbear ;" 

Indignant justice blusVd. 

PABT V. 

One wo is past, another speeds 

To brand and seal his doom ; 
The third day's fidling beam recedes, 

She watch'd it into gloom : 
That iMght, how swift in its career» 

It flew from sun to sun ! 
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That night, the last of many a dear, 
And many a dolorous one ! — 

That night, by special grace she wakes 

In the lone convict's cell, 
With him for whom the morrow breaks, 

To light to heaven or hell : 
Dread sounds of preparation rend 

The dungeon's ponderous roof; 
The hammer's doubling strokes descend. 

The scafibld creeks aloof. 

She watch'd his features through the shade. 

Which glimmering embejrs broke ; 
Both from their inmost spirit pray'd ; 

They pray'd, but seldom spoke : 
Moments meanwhile were years to him ; 

Her grief forgot their flight. 
Till on the hearth the fire grew dim ; 

She tum'd, and lo ! the light ; — 

The light less welcome to her eyes. 

The loveliest light of mom. 
Than the dark glare of felon's eyes 

Through grated cells forlorn : 
The cool fresh breeze from heaven that blew, 

The free lark's moimting strains. 
She felt in drops of icy dew. 

She heard, like groans and chains. 

"Farewell !" — 'twas but a word, yet more 

Was utter'd in that sound. 
Than love had ever i<Ad before. 

Or sorrow yet had found : 
They kiss like meeting flames, — they part. 

Like flames asunder driven ; 
Lip cleaves to lip, heart beats on heart, 

Till soul from soul is riven. 

Ctuick hurried thence, — the sullen bell 
Its pausing peal began ; 
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She hearkens,— 'tis the dying knell, 

Bung for the living man : 
The mourner reach'd her lonely bower, 

Fell on her widow'd bed, 
And found, through one entrancing hour. 

The quiet of the dead. 

She woke,^-and knew he was no more : 

" Thy dream of life is past ; 
That pang with thee, that pang is o'er. 

The bitterest and the last!" 
She cried :•— then scenes of sad amaze 

Flash'd on her inward eye ; 
* A field, a troop, a crowd to gaze, 

A murderer led to die ! 

He eyed the ignominious tree, 

Look'd round, but saw no friend; 
Was plunged into eternity ;. 

— ^Is this — ^is this the end ? 
Her spirit follow'd him shi 

Into the world unknown. 
And saw him standing at that bar. 

Where each must stand elane. 

Silence and darkness hide the rest 

— Long she survived to mourn ; 
But peace sprang up within her breast, 

From trouble meekly borne : 
And higher, holier joys had she, 

A Christian's hopes above. 
The prize of suffering constancy. 

The crown of faithful love 

ini. 
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A SNAKE IN THE GRASS. 

A TALE FOR CHILDRKN : FOUNDKD ON FACTS. 

She had a secret of her own, 

That little girl of whom we speak, 

O'er which she oft would muse alone. 
Till the blush came across her cheek, 

A rosy cloud, that glow'd awhile. 

Then melted in a sunny smile. 

There was so much to charm the eye, 
So much to move dehghtful thought, 

Awake at night she loved to he, , 
E^kness to her that image brought ; 

She murmur'd of it in her dreams. 

Like the low sounds of gurgling streams. 

What secret thus the soul possessed 
Of one so young and innocent ? 

Oh ! nothing but a robin's nest. 
O'er which in ecstasy she bent ; 

That treasure she herself had found, 

With five brown eggs, upon the ground. 

When first it fiash'd upon her sight. 
Bolt flew the dam above her head ; 

She stoop'd, and almost shriek'd with fright ; 
But spying soon that Uttle bed 

With feathers, moss, and horse-hairs twined 

Rapture and wonder fiU'd her mind. 

Breathless and beautiful she stood, 
Her ringlets o'er her bosom fell ; 

With hands uplift, in attitude, 

As though a pulse might break the spell, 

While through the shade her pale, fine face 

Shone Uke a star amidst the place. 
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She stood so silent, stay'd so long, 
The parent-birds forgot their fear ; 

Cock-robin trill'd his small, sweet song, 
In notes like dew-drops trembling, clear ; 

From spray to spray the shyer hen 

Dropt softly on her nest again. 

There Lucy mark'd her slender bill 
On this side, and on that her tail, 

Peer'd o'er the edge, — ^while, fix'd and still. 
Two bright black eyes her own assail, • 

Which, in eye-language, seem to say, 

**Peep, pretty maiden ! then, away !" 

Away, away, at length she crept, 

So pleased, she knew not how she trode. 

Yet light on tottering tiptoe stept. 
As if birds' eggs strew'd all the road ; 

With folded arms, and lips compress'd, 

To keep her joy within her breast. 

Mom, noon, and eve, from day to day. 
By stealth she visited that spot : 

AHke her lessons and her play 

Were slightly conn'd, or half forgot ; 

And when the callow young were hatch'd, 

With infiint fondness Lucy watch'd : — 

Watch'd the kind parents dealing food 
To clamorous suppliants all agape ; 

Watch'd the small, naked, unform'd brood 
Improve in size, and plume, and shape, 

Till feathers clad the fluttering things, 

And the whole group seem'd bills and wings. 

Unconsciously within her breast. 
Where many a brooding fimcy lay. 

She pknn'd to bear the tiny nest. 
And chirping choristers away. 

In stately cage to tune their throats, 

And learn untaught their mother-notes. 
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One mom, when fairly fledged for flight. 

Blithe Luey, on her visit, found 
What seemM a necklace, glittering bright, 

Twined round the nest, twined round and round. 
With emeralds, pearls, and sapphires set. 
Rich as my lady's coronet. 

She stretch'd her hand to seize the prize, 

When up a serpent popt its head. 
But glid Hke wild-fire from her eyes, 
^ Hissing and rustling as it fled ; 
She iltter'd one short shrilling scream, 
Then stood, as startled from a dream. 

Her brother Tom, who long had known 
T%at something drew her feet that way. 

Curious to catch her there alone, 
Had foUow'd her that fine May-day ; 

— ^Lucy, bewilder'd by her trance, 

Came to herself at his first ^nce. 

Then in her eyes sprang welcome tears ; 

They fell as showers in April fisdl ; 
He kiss'd her, coax'd her, soothed her fears. 

Till she in frankness told him all : 
— ^Tom was a bold, adventurous boy. 
And heard the dreadful tale with joy. 

For he had learnt, — ^in some far land, — 
How children catch the sleeping snake ; 

Eager himself to try his hand. 
He cut a hazel from the brake. 

And like a hero set to work. 

To make a lithe, long-handled fork. 

Brother and sister then withdrew, 
Leaving the nestlings safely there ; 

Between their heads the mother flew. 
Prompt to resume her nursery care ^ 

But Tom, whose breast for glory bum V, 

In less than half an hour rotum'd. 
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With iiim came Ned, as cool and sly 

Afi Tom was resolute and stout ; 
So, &ir and softly, they drew nigh, 

Cowering and keeping sharp Jook-out, 
TiU they had reached the copse,**«-to see. 
But not alarm the enemy. 

Guess, with what transport they descried. 

How, as hefore, the serpent lay 
CoiPd round the nest, in slumbering pride ; — 

The urchins chuckled o'er their prey, 
And Tom's right hand was lifted soon. 
Like Greenland whaler's with harpoon. 

Across its neck the fork he brought. 
And pinn'd it fast upon the ground ; 

The reptile woke, and quick as thought 
Curl'd round the stick, curl'd round and round ; • 

While, head and tail, Ned's nimUe hands 

Tied at each end, with pack-thread bands. 

Scarce was the enemy secured, 

Wheh Lucy timidly drew near. 
But by their shouting well assared. 

Eyed the green captive void of fear ; 
The lads, stark wild with victory, fiuQg 
Their caps aloft, — ^they danced, they sung. 

But Lucy, with an anxious look, 

Turn'd to her own dear nest, when lo ! 

To legs and wings the young ones took. 
Hopping and tumbling to and fro ; 

The parents chattering from above 

With all the earnestness of lore. 

Alighting now among their train. 
They peck'd them on new feats to try ; 

But many a lesson seem'd in vain« 
Before the giddy things would fly ; 

Lucy both laugh'd and cried, to see 

How ill the) play'd at liberty. 
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I need not tell the snake's sad doom, 
Tou may be sure he lived not long ; 

CorkM in a bottle for a tomb, 
Pteseired in spirits and in song, 

His skin in Tom's musemn shines, 

Tou read his story in these lines. 
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THE CAST-AWAY ^IP. 

The Mifejecta of the following poems were saggested by the Ion of the Benheim, 
connanded by Sir Thomas Trowbridge, which was separated fh»m the Tes- 
eels under iu conToy, during a storm in the Indian Ocean.— The Admiral's 
son afterwards made a voyage, without successi in search of hi^rftuher. — 
Trowbridge was one of Nelson's captains at the Battle of the Nile, bat hia 
ship vnfortunately ran a-ground as he was bearing down on the enemy. 

A VESSEL sail'd from Albion's shinre. 

To utmost India bound. 
Its crest a hero's pendant bore. 

With broad sea-kurels crown'd • 
In many a fierce and noble fight. 
Though foil'd on that Egyptian night 

When Gallia's host was drown'd. 
And Nelson o'er his country's foes. 
Like the destroying angel rose. 

A gay and gallant company. 

With shouts that rend the air. 
For warrior-wreaths upon the sea. 

Their joyful brows prepare : 
But many a maiden's sigh was sent, 
And many a mother's blessing went, 

And many a father's prayer, 
With that exulting ship to sea. 
With that undaunted company. 

The deep, that hke a cradled child 
In breathing slumber lay, 
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More waimly blush'd, more sweetly smiled. 

As rose the kindling day : 
Through ocean's mirror, dark and clear, 
Reflected clouds and skies appear 

In morning's rich array ; 
The land is lost, the waters glow, 
*Tis heaven above, around, below. 

Majestic o'er the sparkling tide, 

See the tall vessel sail, 
With swelling winds in shadowy pride, 

A swan before the gale : 
Deep-laden merchants rode behind ; 
— ^But, fearful of the fickle wind, 

Britannia's cheek grew pale, 
When, lessening through the flood of light, 
Their leader vanish'd from her siglt. 

Ofl had she hail'd its trophied prow. 

Victorious from the war. 
And banner'd masts that would not bow. 

Though riven with many a scar ; 
Oft had her oaks their tribute brought. 
To rib its flanks, with thunder fraught ; 

But late her evil star 
Had cursed it on its homeward way, 
— ^** The spoiler shall become the prey." 

Thus warn'd, Britannia's anxious heart 

Throbb'd with prophetic wo. 
When she beheld that ship depart, 

A fair ill-omen'd show ! 
So views the mother, through her tears. 
The daughter of her hopes and fears, 

When hectic beauties glow 
On the frail cheek, where sweetly bloom 
The roses of an early tomb. 

No fears the brave adventurers knew. 
Peril and death they spurn'd ; 
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Like full-^sdged eagles forth thej flew; 

Jove's hirds, that proudly burn'd 
In battle-hnmcaneg to wield 
His lightnings on the hiQowy field ; 

And many a look they tum'd 
O'er the blue waste of waves to spy 
A Qallic ensign in the sky. 

But not to crush the vaunting foe, 

In combat on the main, 
Nor perish by a glorious blow, 

In mortal triumph slain. 
Was their unutterable fate ; 
-—That story would the Muse relate. 

The song might rise in vain ; 
In ocean's deepest, darkest bed. 
The secret slumbers with the dead. 

On India's long-expecting strand 
Their sails were never furl'd ; 
Never on known or friendly land, 

By storms their keel was hurl'd ; 
Their native soil no more they trod, 
They rest beneath no hallow'd sod ; 

Throughout the living world, 
This sole memorial of their lot 
Remains, — they were, and they are not. 

The spirit of the Cape* pursued 
Their long and toilsome way ; 

At length, in ocean-solitude, 
He sprang upon his prey ; 

** Havoc !" the shipwreck-4emon cried, 

Loosed all his tempests on the tide. 
Gave aU his lightnings play ; 



* The Cftpe of Good Rope, formerly called the Cape of Stormi.— See Ctmtom't ^ 
lm$Ud, hook v. 
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The abyss recoii'd before the blast. 
Firm stood the seamen till the last. 

Like shooting stars, athwart the gloom . 

The merchant-sails were sped ; 
Yet oft, before its midnight doom. 

They mark'd the high mast-head 
Of that devoted Vessel, tost 
By winds and floods, now seen, now lost ; 

While every gun-fire spread 
A dimmer flash, a fainter roar ; 
— ^At length they saw, they heard no more. 

There are to whom that ship was dear, 

For love and kindred's sake ; 
When these the voice of Rumour hear, 

Their inmost heart shall quake, 
Shall doubt, and fear, and wish, and grieye, 
Beheve, and long to unbelieve. 

But never cease to ache ; 
Still doom'd, in sad suspense, to bear 
The Hope that keeps alive Despair. 
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He sought his sire from shore to shore, 

He sought him day by day ; 
The prow he track'd was seen no more. 

Breasting the ocean-spray : 
Tet, as the winds his voyage sped. 
He sailed above his &ther's head, 

Unconscious where it lay. 
Deep, deep beneath the rolling main ; 
-*He sought his sire ; he sought in vain. 
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Son of thabniTB! no kmger we^ ; 

Still with ajflbction trae. 
Along the wild disastrous deep. 

Thy father's course pursue : 
Full in his wake of glory steer, 
His spirit prompts thy bold career. 

His compass guides thee through ; 
So, while thy thunders awe the sea, 
Britain shall find thy sire in thee. 



TRIBUTARY POEMS. 



TO THE MEMOKT OF 



THE LATE RICHARD REYNOLDS, 

Wlio'died on the 10th of September, 1816. 



Thk author has nothing to say in favour of the following verses, ezeept that 
they are the sincere tribute of his affections, as well as his mind, to the Christian 
virtues of the deceased. 

Rieliard Reynolds was one of the Society of Friends, but, as fitr as human 
Judgment can extend, he was one of those who also are Christians, not in word 
only but in deed. To kU memory the inhabitants of Bristol have already insti- 
tuted— and may their posterity perpetuate it !— the noblest monument, perhaps, 
that man ever raised in honour of his fellow-man. This wiU Im sufflciently 
explained by the following advertisement : — 

''At a general meeting of the inhabitants ot Bristol, held in the Guildhall of 
that city, on Wednesday, the Sd October, 1618, the right wonhlpAU the Mayor 
in the chair :— It was unanimously resolved, That, In consequence of the severe 
loss which society has sustained by the death of the venerable fiicfaard Reynolds, 
and in order to perpetuate, as fkr as may be, the great and important benefits he 
has conferred upon the city of Bristol and its vicinity, and to excite others to 
imitate the example of the departed philanthropist, an Association he formed 
under the designation of 'Reynolds's Commemoration Society.' That the 
members of the Society do consist of life subscribe « of ten guineas or upwards, 
and annual subscribers of one guinea or upwards ; and that the object of this 
Society be to grant relief to persons in necessitous circumstances, and also occa- 
■lonal assistance to other benevolent institutions In or near the city, to enable 
them to continue or increase their usefulness, and that especial regard be had to 
the Samaritan Society, of which Richard Reynolds was the founder. That the 
cases to be assteted and relieved be entiMly in the discretion of the committee ; 
but it is recommended to them not to gruit any relief or assistance without a 
careftil investigation of the circumstances of each case ; and that, in imitation of 
the ezamirie of the individual whom tlie Society is designed to commemorate, it 
be oonsidered as a sacred duty of the committee, to the latest period of Its 
existence, to be wholly uninfluenced in the distribution of its fUnds by any con- 
siderations of sect or party." 

The third piece in the ensuing series, entitled ''A flood Man's Monument," 
was intended for a figurative representation of this sublime and nniTersal cha- 
rity. The resemblance ought to liave been sufiiciently obvious, without being 
pointod out here. 
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DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 

This place is holy ground ; 

World, with thy cares, away ! 
Silence and darkness reign around. 
But, lo ! the break of day : 
What bright and sudden dawn appears, 
To shine upon this scene of tears I 

'Tis not the morning b'ght, 

That wakes the lark to sing ; 
'Tis not a meteor of the night, 
Nor track of angel's wing : 
It is an uncreated beam, 
Like that which shone on Jacob's dream. 

Eternity and Time 

Met for a moment here ; 
From earth to heaven, a scale sublime 
Rested on either sphere. 
Whose steps a saintly figure trod, 
By Death's cold hand led home to God. 

He landed in our view. 

Midst flaming hosts above i 
Whose ranks stood silent, while he drew 
Nigh to the throne of love, 
And meekly took the lowest seat, 
Yet nearest his Redeemer's feet. 

Thrill'd with ecstatic awe. 

Entranced our spirits fell. 
And saw — -yet wist not what they saw 
And heard — ^no tongue can tell 
What sounds the ear of rapture caught. 
What glory fill'd the eye of thought. 

Thus far above the pole. 
On wings of mounting fire. 

Faith may pursue th' enfranchised soul. 
But soon her pinions tire ; 
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It is not given to mortal man 
Eternal mysteries to scan. 

•—Behold the bed of death ; 
This pale and lovely clay ; 
Heard ye the sob of parting breath ? 
Mark'd ye the eye's last ray ? 
No ; — ^life so sweetly ceased to be, 
It lapsed in immortality. 

Could tears revive the dead, 

Rivers should swell our eyes ; 
Could sighs recall the spirit fled. 
We would not quench our sighs, 
Till love relumed this alter'd mien, 
And aU th' iml^ed soul were seen. 

Bury the dead ;-— and weep 
In stillness o'er the loss ; 
Bury the dead ; — in Christ they sleep. 
Who bore on earth his cross, 
And from the grave their dust shall rise. 
In his own image to the skies. 



n. — THE MEMORY OF THE JTUST. 

Strike a louder, loftier lyre ; 
Bolder, sweeter strains employ ; 
Wake, Remembrance ! — and inspire 
Sorrow with the song of joy. 

Who was He, for whom our tears 
Flow'd, and will not cease to flow ? 

—Full of honours and of .years. 
In the dust his head lies low. 

Yet resurgent from the dust. 
Springs aloft his mighty name ; 

For the memory of the Just 
Lives in everlasting fame. 
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He waB One, whose open fiice 

Did his inmost heart reveal ; 
One, who wore with meekest grace. 

On his forehead, Heaven^s broad seal. 

Kindness all his looks expressed, 

Charity was every word ; 
Him the eye beheld, and bless'd , 

And the ear rejoiced that heard. 

Like a patriarchal sage. 
Holy, humble, courteous, mild. 

He could blend the awe of age 
With the sweetness of {^hild. 

As a cedar of the Lord, 

On the height of Leban^, 
Shade and shelter doth affi)rd. 

From the tempest and the sun :— 

While in green luxuriant prime, 
Fragrant airs its boughs difiuse, 

From its locks it shakes sublime. 
O'er the hills, the morning dews :— 

Thus he flourish^, tall and strong. 
Glorious in perennial health ; 

Xhus he scattered, late and long, 
All his plenitude of wealth !— 

Wealth, which prodigals had deeto'd' 
Worth the soul's uncounted cost ; 

Wealth, which misers had esteem'd 
Cheap, though heaven itself were lost. 

This, with free unsparing hand 
To the poorest child of need. 

This he threw around the land. 
Like the sower's precious seed. 

In the world's great harvest day. 
Every grain on every ground. 
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Stony, thorny, by the way, 
Shall an hundred fold be found. 

Yet, like noon's refulgent blaze, 
Though he shone from east to west, 

Far withdrawn from public gaze, 
Secret goodness pleased him best. 

As the sun, retired from sight, 

Through the purple evening gleams. 

Or, unrisen, clothes the night. 
In the morning's golden beams : 

Thus beneath th' horizon dim, 

He would hide his radiant head. 
And on eyes that saw not him, 

light and consolation shed. 

Oft his silent spirit went. 

Like an angel from the throne, » 

On benign commissions bent. 

In the fear of God alone. 

Then the widow's heart would sing. 

As she tum'd her wheel, for joy ; 
Then the bliss of hope would spring 

On the outcast orphan boy. 

To the blind, the deaf, the lame. 

To the ignorant and vile. 
Stranger, captive, slave, he came 

With a welcome and a smile. 

Help to all he did dispense. 

Gold, instruction, raiment, food. 
Like the gifts of Providence, 

To the evil and the good. 

Deeds of mercy, deeds unknown, 

Shall eternity record, 
Which he durst not call his own. 

For he did them to the Lord. 
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As the Earth puts forth her flowets^ 
Heaven-ward breathing from below ; 

As the clouds descend in showers^ 
When the southern breezes blow ; 

Thus his renovated mind. 

Warm with pure celestial love» 

Sheds its influence on mankind. 
While its hopes aspired above. 

Full of faith at length he died, 
And, victorious in the race. 

Won the crown for which he vied 
— Not of merit, but of grace. 



III. A GOOD man's MONVMEl^. 

The pyre, that bums the aged Bramin's bones, 
Runs cold in blood, and issues living groans. 
When the whole Harem with the husband dies. 
And demons dance around the sacrifice. 

In savage realms, when t3nrants yield their breath, 
Herds, flocks, and slaves, attend their lord in death ; 
Arms, chariots, carcases, a horrid heap, 
Rust at his side, or share his mouldering sleep. 

When heroes fall triumphant on the plain ; 
For millions conquered, and ten thousands slain \ 
For cities levelled, kingdoms drench'd in blood. 
Navies annihilated on the flood ; 
— ^The pageantry of public grief requires 
The splendid homage of heroic lyres ; 
And genius moulds impassion'd brass to breathe 
The dauntless spirit of the dust beneath. 
Calls marble honour from its cavemM bed. 
And bids it live — ^the proxy of the dead. 

Reynolds expires, a nobler chief than these ; 
No blood of widows stains his obsequies • 
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But widows* tears, in sad betearement, fall. 

And foundHng voices on their father call : 

No slaves, no hecatomhs, his relics crave, 

To gorge the worm, and crowd hia quiet grave ; 

But sweet repose his slumbering ashes find, 

Aa if in Salem's sepulchre enshrined ; 

And watching angels waited for the day. 

When Christ should bid them roll the stone away. 

Not in the fiery hurricane of strife, 
'Midst slaughter'd legions, he resign'd his life ; 
But peaceful as the twilight's parting ray. 
His spirit vanish'd from its house of clay. 
And left on kindred souls such power imprest. 
They seem'd with him to enter into rest. 
Hence no vain pomp, his glory to prolong. 
No airy immortality of song ; 
No sculptured imagery, of bronze or stone, 
To make his lineaments for ever known, 
Reynolds requires :— his labours, merits, name. 
Demand a monument o( surer fame ; 
Not to record and praise his virtues past, 
But show them living, while the worid shall last ; 
Not to bewail one Reynolds, snatch'd from earth. 
But give, in every age, a Reynolds birth ; 
In every age a Re3nlolds ; bom to stand 
A prince amcKig the worthies of the land, 
By Nature's title, written in his face : 
Mrore than a prince — a sinner saved by grace, 
Prompt at his meek and lowly Master's call 
To prove himself the minister of all. 

Bristol ! to thee the eye of Albion turns ; 
At thought ti'tkee thy country's spirit burns ; 
For in thy walid, a$ on her dearest ground, 
Are *' British minds and British manners" found : 
And 'midst the weakh, which Avon's waters pour 
From every dime, on thy commercial shore, 
Thou hast a native mine of worth untold : 
Thine heart is not encased in rigid gold, 

15 
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Withered to mummy, steePd agtuoist distress ; 
No — free as Severn's waves, that spring to bless 
Their parent hills, but as they roll expand 
In argent beauty through a lovelier land, 
9 And widening, brightening to the western sun. 
In floods of glory through thy channel run ; 
Thence, mingling with the boundless tide, are hurl'd 
In Ocean's chariot round the utmost world : 
. Thus flow thine heart-streams, warm and unconfined. 
At home, abroad, to wo of every kind. 
WcHTthy wert thou of Reynolds ; — ^worthy he 
To rank the first of Britons even in thee. 
Reynolds is dead ;—- thy lap receives his dust 
Until the resurrection of the just : 
Reynolds is dead ; but while thy rivers roll. 
Immortal in thy bosom live his soul ! 

Go, build his monument : — and let it be 
Firm as the land, but open as the sea. 
Low in his grave the strong foundations he, 
Yet be the dome expansive as the sky. 
On cr3rstai pillars resting from above, 
Its sole supporters — works of faith and love $ 
So clear, so pure,, that to the keenest sight. 
They cast no shadow : all within be light ; 
No walls divide the area, nor enclose ; 
Charter the whole to every wind that blows ; 
Then rage the tempest, flash the lightnings blue, 
And thunders roll^ — they pass unharming through 

One simple altar in the midst be placed, 
With this, and only this, inscription graced, 
The song of angels at ImmanuePs birth, 
" Glory to God ! good will and peace on earth.'* 
There be thy duteous sons a tribe of priests. 
Not oflering incense, nor the blood of beasts, 
But with their gifts upon that altar spread ; 
— ^Health to the sick, and to the hungry bread, 
Beneficence to all, thdr hands shall deal. 
With Reynolds' single eye and hallow'd zeal. 
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Faiat want, misfortune, thither shall repair ; 
Folly and vice reclaim'd shall worship there 
The God of him-^in whose transcendent mind 
Stood such a temple, free to all mankind : 
7%y Qod, thrice-honourM city ! bids thee raise 
That fisdlen temple, to the end of days : 
Obey his* voice ; fulfil thine high intent ; 
-—Tea, be thyself the Good Man* a Monument ! . 

1818. 



TO TH£ MEMORY OF 

ROWLAND HODGSON, ESQ.. 

OF shkffhld; 

Wlio deputed tbie life January 27, 1837, aged 63 yean. Tbrongh a lose period 
of WTere bodily aflUction, aggravated in tbe eequel by loss of aif bt, be aig • 
aally exemplified tbe Cbristian graces otfaUhy hopef and eharitiff witb hmn- 
ble resignation to tbe will of God. He had been from his youth one of tbe 
moet active, liberal, and unwearied supporters of benevolent and evangelical 
iBstitntions throughout this neighbourhood and elsewhere, in foreign binde 
as wen as at home. The writer of these lines bad tbe happiness to be bis 
travellhig companion on annual visits and temporary sojourns, which they 
~ I together in many parts of the Itingdom, f^om tbe autumn of 1817 to the 
ieasonofl836. 

PART I. 

Go where thy heart had gone before. 

And thy heart's treasure lay ; 
Go, and with open'd eye explore 

Heaven's uncreated day : 
Light in the Lord, light's fountain, see. 
And light in Him for ever be. 

But darkness thou has leA behind ; 

No sign, no sight, nor sound, 
At home, abroad, of thee I find. 

Where thou wert ever found ; 
Then gaze I on thy vacant place. 
Till my soul's eye meets thy soul's face :— 
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As, many a time* quite through the veil 

Of fleah 'twas wont to ahine, 
When thy meek aspect, saintly pale. 

In kindness tum'd to mine. 
And the quench'd eye its fihn forgot. 
Looked full on me<— yet saw me not ! 

Then, through the body's dim eclipse. 

What humble accents broke. 
While, breathing prayer or praise, thy lips 

Of light within thee spoke ; 
Midst Egypt's darkness to be felt, 
Thy mind in its own Goshen dwelt. 

Nor less in days of earlier health. 

When life to thee was dear. 
Borne on the flowing tide of wealth. 

To me this truth was clear. 
That hope in Christ was thy best health. 
Riches that make not wings thy wealth. 

When frequent sickness bow'd thy head. 

And every labouring breath. 
As with a heavier impulse, sped 

Thy downward course to death. 
Faith faiter'd not that hope to show. 
Though words, like life's last drops, fell slow. 

How often when I tum'd away. 

As having seen the last 
Of thee on earth, my heart would say, 

— '* When my few days are past. 
Such strength be mine, though nature shrink. 
The cup my Father gives, to drink !" 

I saw thee slumbering in thy shroud. 

As yonder moon I view. 
Now glimmering tlirough a snow-white cloud 

Midst heaven's eternal blue ; 
— ^I saw thee lower'd into the tomb, 
Like that cloud deepening into gloom. 



I 
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All darkness thou hast left behind ; 

— ^It was not thee they wound 
In ^leary grave-clothes, and consigned 

To perish in the ground ; 
'Twas but thy mantle, dropt in sight. 
When thou wert vanishing in light. 

That mantle, in earth's wardrobe lain, 

A frail but precious trust. 
Thou wilt reclaim aiid wear again. 

When, freed from worms and dust, 
The bodies of the saints shall be 
Their robes of immortality. 

PART n. 

These fragments of departed years, 

I gather up and store, 
Since thou, — ^in mercy to our tears 

And prayers, — art heal'd no more. 
In that last war was no discharge ; 
— ^Yet walks thy ransom'd soul at large. 

For what, my friend, was death to thee T 

A king? a conqueror ? — 'No ; 
Death, swallow'd up in victory, 

Himself a captive foe, 
Was sent in chains to thy release, 

By Him who on the cross made peace. 

« 

When year by year, on pilgrimage, 

We joumey'd side by side. 
And pitchM and struck, from stage to stage. 

Our tents, had we one guide ? 
One aim ? — are aU our meetings past ? 
Must our last parting be our last ? 

Nay, QoD forbid !*— if hand and heart, 

On earth we loved to roam, 
—Where once to meet is ne*er to part, * 

In heaven's eternal home, 
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Our Fathei^s house, not made with hands. 
May we renew our friendship's bands 1 

Thus, as I knew thee well and long, 

Thy private worth be told : 
What thou wert more, affection's song 

Presumes not to unfold : 
Thy works of faith and zeal of bve. 
Are they not register'd above ? 

Are they not register'd below ? 

— ^If few their praise record, 
Tet, in the judgment, all shall know. 

Thou didst them to thy Lord ; 
For 'twas thy soul's delight to cheei 
The least of all his brethren here. 

Though less than even the least of these, 

Thou didst thyself esteem. 
Thou wert a flower-awakening breeze, 

A meadow-watering stream : 
The breeze unseen its odours shed, 
The stream unheard its bounty spread. 

What art thou now ? — ^Methinks for thee 
Heaven brightens round its king{ 

New beams of the Divinity, 
New-landing spirits bring. 

As (tod on each his image seals. 

And ray by ray himself reveals. 

While ray by ray those thronging lines 

To one great centre tend, 
Fulness of grace and glory shines 

In Christ, their source and end, 
To show, where all perfecticxis meet 
The orb of Deity complete. 
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PART III* 

So rest in peace, thou blessed soul ! 

Where sin and sorrow end ; 
So may / follow to the goal, 

—Not theCy not thee, my friend ! 
But Htm^ whom thou, through joy and wo, 
Thyself didst follow on to know. 

Faint yet pursuing, I am strong, 

Whene'er At« steps I trace ; 
Else, slow of heart, and prone to wr(Hig, 

I yet may lose the race. 
If on thy course I fix mine eye, 
And Him in thee not glorify. 

The wild, the mountain-top, the sea, 
The throng'd highway he trode. 

The path to quiet Bethany, 
And Calvary's dolorous road : 

Where He then leads me must be right ; 

*— I walk by faith, and not by sight. 



"OCCUPY TILL I COME." 

ON THE DSATH OF 

THE LATE JOSEPH BUTTERWORTH, ESQU 

AM KXKMPLART CHBI8TIAM, PATRIOT, AMD PHILANTHROPIST. 

** He was a burning and a shining light :" 
—And is he now ecHpsed in hopeless night ? 
No ; faith beholds him near the sapphire throne ; 
Shining more bright than e'er on earth he shone ; 
While, where created splendour all looks dim. 
Heaven's host are glorifying God in him. 
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If faith's enraptured vieicm now be. true. 
And things invisible stand forth to view, 
Though eye to eye th' imbodied soul can see. 
Self-lost amidst unclouded Deity, 
He chooses, rather than a seraph's seat. 
The lowest place at his Redeemer's feet ; 
And, with th' eternal weight of glory prest. 
Turns even in paradise to Christ for rest. 

Come we who once beheld his noontide blaze, 
And hid before him our diminish'd rays ; 
Since his translation to a higher sphere. 
We may, we must by our own light appear ; 
When sun and moon their greater beams resign. 
The stars come out ; they cannot choose but shine ; 
With force like his all eyes we cannot strike. 
We may not equal him, but may be like : 
Nor let the meanest think his lamp too dim. 
In a dark world the Lord hath need of him $ 
By feeble instruments in providence, 
God is well pleased his bounties to dispense ; 
In his economy of grace the same ; 
—The weakest are almighty in his name. 

What though the great, the good, the glorious fall, 
He reigns whose kingdom ruleth over all. 
— ^Talk not of talents ; — what hast thou to do ? 
Thy duty, be thy portion five Or two; 
Talk not of talents ; — ^is thy duty done ? 
Thou hadst sufficient, were they ten or (me. 
Lord, what my talents are I cannot tell. 
Till thou shalt give me grace to use them well : 
That grace impart, ihe bliss will then be mine. 
But all the power and all the glory thine. 



IN MEMORY OF REV. JAMES HARVEY. 



IN MEMORY OF 

THE REV. JAMES HARVEY, 

OF WB3T0N »AVBLL» NOBTHA^PTONSHIBB, 

Who died on Christmas-day, 1768, aged forty-three yeun. 

COMPOSKD ON AM OCCASIOMAL CBLSBBATIOX OF HIS TIRTUU AVD TALSHT*, 
AT THAT TILLAOB, IN 18S3. 

Where is the house for all the living found ? 

— Go ask the deaf, the dumb, the dead ; 

All answer, without voice or sound, 

Each resting in his bed ; 

Look down and see. 

Beneath thy feet, 

A place for thee ; 

— ^There all the living meet. ' 

Whence come the beauteous progeny of spring ! 

— ^They hear a still, small voice, " Awake !" 

And while the lark is on the wing. 

From dust and darkness break ; 

Flowers of all hues 

Laugh in the gale, 

Sparkle with dews. 

And dance o*er hill and dale. 

Who leads through trackless space the stars of night ? 

— ^The Power that made them guides them still ; 

They know Him not, yet, day and night, 

They do his perfect will : 

Unchanged by age. 

They hold on high 

Their pilgrimage 

Of glory round the sky 
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Stan, flowen, and tombs were themes for solemn thooglit 

With him whose memory we recall ; 

Yet more than eye can see he sought : 

His spirit look'd through all, 

Keenly discern^ 

The truths they teach, 

Their lessons leam'd, 

And gave their silence speech. 

Go, meditate with him among the tombs, 
And there the end of all thiDgs-viev ; 
Visit with him spring's earliest blooms. 
See all things there made new ; 
Thence rapt aloof 
In ecstasy. 

Hear, from heaven's roof. 
Stars preach eternity. 

We call him blessed whom the Lord hath blest 

And made a blessing ; — ^long to shed 

Light on the Hving, from his rest. 

And hope around the dead : 

Oh ! for his lot. 

Who dwells in light. 

Where flowers fade not, 

And stars can find no night. 
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TO THE HEHORT OF 

THE LATE JOSEPH BROWNE, * 

or LOTHIRSDALB, 
ONB OF THB PEOPLE CALLED QUAKERS, 

Who, with seven others of his religious community, had suffered a long confine- 
ment in the Castle of York, and loss of all his worldly property, for conscience 
■aket in the years 1795 and 1796. He was a thoughtful, humble-minded man, 
and occasionally solaced himself with **Pruon Amusements** in verse, at the 
time when the Author of these Stanzas, in a neighbouring room, was whiling 
away the hours of a shorter captivity in the same manner. 

<' Spirit, leave thine house of clay ; 
Lingering Dust, resign thy hreath ! 
Spirit, cast thy chains away ; 

Dust, be thou dissolved in death !" 

Thus thy Guardian Anoel spoke. 

As he watch'd thy dying bed ; 
As the bonds of Hfe he broke ; 

And the ransom'd captive fled. 

" Prisoner, long detain'd below ; 

Prisoner, now with freedom blest ; 
Welcome from a world of wo. 
Welcome to a land of rest !" 

Thus thy Guardian Anoel sang. 

As he bore thy soul on high ; 
While with Hallelujahs rang ^ 

All the region of the sky. 

^Ye that mourn a Father^s loss, 

Ye that* weep a Friend no more. 
Call to mind the Christian cross, 

Which your Friend, your Father, bore. 

Grief, and penury, and pain 
Still attended on his way ; 
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And Oppieasion's scourge and chain, 
More unmerciful than they. 

Tet while travelling in distress 
('Twas the eldest curse of sin) 

Hmmgh the world's waste wiidemess, 
He had paradise within. 

And along that vale of tears, 

Which his humble footsteps trod, 
Still a shining path appears, 
• Where the Mourner walk'd with GOD. 

Till his Master, from above. 

When the promised hour was come, 

Sent the chariot of his love 

To convey the Wanderer home. 

Saw ye not the wheels of fire, 

And the steeds that cleft the wind ? 

Saw ye not his soul aspire. 
When his mantle dropp'd behiild ? 

Ye who caught it as it fell. 

Bind that mantle round your breast ; 
So in you his meekness dwell. 

So on you his spirit rest ! 

Yet rejoicing in his lot. 

Still shall Memory love to weep 

O'er the venerable spot 

Where his dear cold relics sleep. 

Grave ! the guardian of his dust. 
Grave ! the treasury of the skies. 

Every atom of thy trust 
Rests ill hope again to rise. 

Hark ! the judgment-trumpet calls — 
** Soul, rAuild thine house of clay 

iMMORTALrrv thy walls. 
And Eternity thy day !" 
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TO THE MEMORY OF 

THE REV. THOMAS SPENCER, 

OF LTTHRPOOL, 

Who was drowned while bathing in the tide, on the 6th of August; 
1811, in hie 2l8t year. 

**Thjr way ii in the sea, and thy path In the great waters; and thy footsteps 
are not known."— Psols* Ixxvil. W. 

I WILL not sing a mortal's praise 5 
To Thee I consecrate my lays, • 

To whom my powers belong ! 
These gifts upon thine altar strown, 

God ! accept — accept thine own ; 
My gifts are Thine, — be Thine al<me 

The glory of my song. 

In earth and ocean, sky and air, 
All that is excellent and fair, 

Seen, felt, or understood. 
From one eternal cause descends. 
To one eternal centre tends, 
With GrOD begins, continues, ends. 

The source and stream of good. 

1 worship not the Sun at noon. 

The wandering Stars, the changing Moon, 

The Wind, the Flood, the Flame ; 
I win not bow the votive knee 
To Wisdom, Vhrtue, Liberty ; 
" There is no God but God" for me ; 

— ^Jehovah is his name. 

Him through ail nature I explore. 
Him in his creatures I adore, 

16 
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Around, beneath, above ; 
But clearest in the human inmd, 
His bright resemblance when I find. 
Grandeur with purity combined, 

I most admire and love. 

Oh ! there was One,— on earth a while 
He dwelt ; — ^but transient as a smile 

That turns into a tear. 
His beauteous image pass*d us by ; 
He came, like lightning from the sky, 
He seem'd as dazzUng to the eye. 

As prompt to disappear. 

Mild in his undissembling mien, 
Were geni«s, candour, meekness seen ; 

— ^The lips, that loved the truth ; 
The single eye, whose glance sublime 
Look'd to eternity through time ; 
The soul, whose hopes were wont to climb 

Above the joys of youth. 

Of old, before the lamp grew dark. 
Reposing near the curtain'd ark. 

The child of Hannah's prayer 
Heard, through, the temple's silent round, 
A living voice, nor knew the sound, 
— ^That thrice alarm'd him, ere he found 

The Lord, who chose him there.* 

Thus early call'd, and strongly moved, 
A prophet from a child, approved, 

Spencer his course began ; 
From strength to strength, from grace to grace, 
Swiftest and foremost in the race. 
He carried victory in his face ; 

He triumphed as he ran. 

* 1 Sam. lit 
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How short his day ! — ^the glorious prize, 
To our slow hearts and failing eyes, 

Appeared too quickly won : 
— ^The warrior rush'd into the field, 
With arm invincible to wield 
The Sprit's sword, the Spirit's shield, 

When, lo ! the fight was done. 

The loveliest star of evening's train 
Sets early in the western main, 

And leaves the world in night ; 
The brightest star of morning's host. 
Scarce risen, in brighter beams is Iqpt ; 
Thus sunk his form on ocean's coast, 

Thus sprang his soul to light. 

Who shall forbid the eye to weep. 
That saw him, from the ravening deep, 

Pluck'd like the lion's prey ? 
For ever bow'd his honour'd head. 
The spirit in a moment fled. 
The heart of friendship cold and dead. 

The limbs a wreath of clay ! 

Revolving his mysterious lot, 

I mourn him, but I praise him not ; 

Glory to God be given. 
Who sent him, like the radiant bow. 
His covenant of peace to show ; 
Athwart the breaking storm to glow. 

Then vanish into heaven. 

O Church ! to whom that youth was dear, 
The Angel of thy mercies here. 

Behold the path he trod, 
"A milky way" through midnight skies ! 
— Behold the grave in which he lies ; 
Even from this dust thy prophet cries, 

^Prepare to meet thy GOD'' 
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THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER. 

OCCASUNED BT TBB 8UDDBN DBATH OP 

THE REV. THOMAS TAYLOR, 

iftcrhavtoff declared. In hk latt Sermon, on a preceding eyenlng, that be hoped 
to die aa an old soldier of Jesus Christ, with his sword in his hand 

"Servant of God ! well done, 

Rest from thy loved employ ; 
The hattle fought, the victory won, 

Enter thy Master's joy." 
— ^The voice at midnight came ; 

He started up to hear : 
A mortal arrow pierced his frame. 

He fell, — ^but felt no fear. 

Tranquil amidst alarms, 

It found him in the field, 
A veteran slumbering on his arms, 

Beneath his red-cross shield : 
His sword was in his hand. 

Still warm with recent fight. 
Ready that moment at command. 

Through rock and steel to smite. 

It was a two-edged blade 

Of heavenly temper keen ; 
And double were the wounds it made. 

Where'er it smote between : 
*Twas death to sin ; — 'twas life 

To all that mourn'd for sin ; 
It kindled and it silenced strife. 

Made war and peace within. 

Oft with its fiery force. 

His arm had quell'd the foe. 
And laid, resistless in his course, 

The alien-armies low : 
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Bent on such glorious toils, 

The world to him was loss ; 
Yet all his trophies, all his spoils, 

He hung upon the cross. 

At midnight came the cry, 

" To meet thy God prepare !" 
He woke, and caught his Captain's eye ; 

Then strong in faith and prayer. 
His spirit, with a hound. 

Bursts its encumhering clay : 
His tent, at sunrise, on the ground, 

A darken'd ruin lay. 

The pains of death are past, 

Labour and sorrow cease. 
And life's long warfare closed at last. 

His soul is found in peace. 
Soldier of Christ ! well done ; 

Praise be thy new employ ; 
And while eternal ages run. 

Rest in thy Saviour's joy. 



A RECOLLECTION OF MARY F., 

A TDUNG LADT UNEXPECTEDLY REMOVED FROM A LARGE FAMILY CIBCLF 

Her life bad twice been saved, once rroni the flames, and again from the wat* 
by an affectionate father. 

Thrice horn for earth and twice for heaven, 

A lovely maiden once I knew, 
To whom 'tis now in glory given 

To grow, as here in shade she grew ; 
Brief was her course, but starry bright ; 
The Unnet's song, the Kly's white. 
The fountain's freshness, — these shall bo 
Meet emblems of that maid to me. 

16* 
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A weeping babe to light she came. 

And changed for smiles a mother's thioes ; 
In childhood from devouring flame* 
Rescued, to second life she rose ; 
A father's arm had pluck'd her thence ; 
That arm again was her defence. 
When buried in the strangling wave, 
He snatch'd her from an ocean grave. 

Twice bom for heaven as thrice for earth. 

When God's eternal Spirit moved 
On her young heart, a nobler birth 

Than nature can confer, she proved : 
—The dew-drop in the breeze of mom, 
Trembhng and sparkling on the thorn, 
Falls to the ground, escapes the eye, 
Yet mounts on sunbeams to the sky. 

Thus in the dew of youth she shone. 

Thus in the mom of beauty fell ; 
Even while we gazed, the form was gone. 

Her life became invisible ; 
Her last best birth, with her last breath. 
Came in the dark disguise of death ; 
Grief fill'd her parents' home of love. 
But joy her Father's house above. 



IN MEMORY OF E. B. 

FOEMERLT X. R. 

Hers was a soul of fire that bum'd 

Too soon for us, its earthly tent. 
But not too soon for her retum'd 

To Him from whom it first was sent : 
Grave ! keep the ashes, till, redeem'd from thee. 
This mortal puts on immortality. 
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Hers was a frame so frail, so fine, 
. The soul was seen through every part, 
A Hght that could not choose hut shine 

In eye and utterance, hand and heart ; 
That soul rests now, till God, in his great day. 
Remoulds his image from this perish'd clay. 

Body and soul, eternally. 

No more conflicting nor estranged. 
One saint made perfect then shall he. 

From glory into glory changed ; 
This was her hope in Hfe, in death ; — may I 
Live Hke the righteous, Hke the righteous die. 



IN MEMORY OF E. G. 

Soft he the turf on thy dear hreast, 
And heavenly cahn thy lone retreat ; 

How long'd the wearied frame for rest ; 
That rest is come, and oh how sweet ! 

There's nothing terrible in death ; 

'Tis but to cast oar robes away, 
And sleep at night, without a breath 

To break repose till dawn of day. 

•Tis not a night without a mom. 
Though glooms impregnable surroond ; 

Nor Hes the buried corse forlorn, 
A hopeless prisoner in the ground. 

The darkest clouds give lightnings birth, 
The pearl is form'd in ocean's bed ; 

The gem, unperishing in earth, 
Springs from its grave as from the dead. 

So shall the rehcs of the just ; 
In weakness sown, but raised in power. 
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The precious seed shall leave the dust, 
A glorious and immortal flower. 

But art thou dead ? — must we deplore 
Joys gone for ever from our lot ? 

And shall we see thy face no more, 
Where all reminds us — thou art not ? 

No, — ^live while those who love thee live, 
The sainted sister of our heart ; 

And thought to thee a form shall give 
Of all thou wast, and all thou art :— 

Of all thou wast, when from thine eyes 
The latest beams of kindness shone ; 

Of all thou arty when faith descries 
Thy spirit bow'd before the throne. 

1811. 



M. S. 
TO THE MEMORY OF 



** A FEM ALB WHOM SICKNESS HAD BECORCILED TO THE VOTES OF 
- SORROW," 

Who correiponded with the Author under this signature, on the first paUkatkNi 
of his Poems, in 1806, but died soon after; when her real name and merfta 
were disclosed to him by one of her surviving friends. 

My Song of Sorrow reach'd her ear ; 
She raised her languid head to hear. 
And, smiliitg in the arms of Death, 
Consoled me with her latest breath. 
What is the Poet's highest aim. 
His richest heritage of fame ? 
— To track the warrior's fiery road, 
With havoc, spoil, destruction strew'd. 
While nations bleed along the plains, 
Dragg'd at his chariot-wheels in chains ♦ 



M. S. IM 

—With fawning liand to woo the lyre, 
Profanely steal celestial fire, 
And bid an idol's altar blaze 
With incense of unhallow'd praise ! 
— ^With syren strains, Circean art, 
To win the ear, beguile the heart. 
Wake the wild passions into rage, , 
And please and prostitute the age ? 

NO ! — to the generous bard belong 
Diviner themes and purer song : 
— ^To hail Religion firam above, 
Descending in the form of Love,. 
And pointing through a world of strife 
The narrow way that leads to Kfe : 
—To pour the balm of heavenly rest 
Through Sorrow's agonizing breast ; 
With Pity's tender arms embrace 
The orphans of a kindred race ; 
And in one zone of concord bind 
The lawless spoilers of mankind : 
— ^To sing in numbers boldly free 
The wars and woes of liberty ; 
The glory of her triumphs tell. 
Her noble sufiering when she fell,* 
Girt with the phalanx of the brave. 
Or widow'd on the patriot's grave. 
Which tyrants tremble to pass by, 
Even on the car of Victory. 

These are the Bard's sublimest views. 
The angel-visions of the Muse, 
That o'er his morning slumbers shine ; 
These are his themes^— and these were mine* 
But pale Despondency, that stole 
The light of gladness from my soul. 
While youth and folly blindfold ran 
The giddy circle up to Man, 

* *<Piu val d'ognl vlttoria un bel Boffrire.'* 

Oarana Pambuxi. 
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Breathed a dark spirit through my lyre, 
Diimn'd the noon-radiance of my fire, 
And cast a mournful evening hue 
O'er every scene my fancy drew. 
Then though the proud despised my strain, 
It flow'd not from my heart in vain ; 
The lay of freedom, fervour, truth, 
Was dear to undissemhling youth, 
From manly hreasts drew generous sighs. 
And Virtue's tears from Beauty's eyes. 

My Song of Sorrow reach'd HER ear ; 
She raised her languid head to hear. 
And, smiling in the arms of Death, 
She l^less'd me Avith her latest hreath. 

A secret hand to me convey'd 
The thoughts of that inspiring Maid ; 
They came like voices on the wind. 
Heard in the stillness of the mind. 
When round the Poet's twilight walk 
Aerial beings seem to talk : 
Not the twin-stars of Leda shine 
With vernal influence more benign, 
Nor sweeter, in the sylvan vale. 
Sings the lone-warbling nightingsde, 
Than through my shades her lustre broke, 
Than to my griefs her spirit spoke. 

My fancy form'd her young and fair, 
Pure as her sister-liUes were, 
Adom'd with meekest maiden grace. 
With every charm of soul and face. 
That Virtue's awful eye approves. 
And fond Affection dearly loves ; 
Heaven in her open aspect seen. 
Her Maker's image in her mien. 

Such was the picture fancy drew. 
In lineaments divinely true ; 
The Muse, by her mysterious art. 
Had shown her likeness to my heart. 
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And pvery. faithful feature brought 
O'er the clear mirror of my thought. 
But she was waning to the tomb ; 
The worm of death was in her bloom ; 
— ^Yet as the mortal frame declined, 
Strong through the ruins ro&e the mind ; 
As the dim moon, when night ascends, 
Slow in the east the darkness rends, 
Through melting clouds, by gradual gleams, 
Pours the mild splendour of her beams. 
Then bursts in triumph o'er the pole, 
Free as a disembodied soul ! 
Thus, while the veil of flesh decay'd, , 
Her beauties brighten'd through the shade ; 
Charms which her lowly heart conceal'd, 
In nature's weakness were revealed 
And still the unrobing spirit cast 
Diviner glories to the last. 
Dissolved its bonds, and clear'd its flight. 
Emerging into perfect light. 

Yet shall the friends who loved her weep. 
Though shrined in peace the suflferer sleep, 
Though rapt to heaven the saint aspire. 
With seraph guards on wings of fire ; 
Yet shall they weep ; — ^for oft and well 
Remembrance shall her story tell, 
Afiection of her virtues speak. 
With beaming eye and burning cheek, 
Each action, word, and look recall. 
The last, thelovehest of all. 
When on the lap of death she lay. 
Serenely smiled her soul away. 
And lefl surviving Friendship's breast 
Warm with the sunset of her rest. 

O thou, who wert on earth unknown. 
Companion of my thought alone ! 
Unchanged in heaven to me thou art, 
^till hold communion with my heart ; 



TRIBUTARY POEBfS. 



Chieer thou my hopes, exalt my viewsy 
Be the good angel of my Muse ; 
— ^And if to thine approving ear 
My plaintive numbers once wete dear ; 
If, falling round thy dying hours. 
Like evening dews on closing flowers. 
They soothed thy pains, and through thy soul 
With melancholy sweetness stole, 
HEAR ME:— When slumber from mine eyes. 
That roll in irksome darkness, flies ; 
When the lorn spectre of unrest 
At conscious midnight haunts my breast ; 
When former joys and present woes. 
And future fears, are all my foes ; 
Spirit of my departed friend. 
Calm through the troubled gloom descend. 
With strains of triumph on thy tongue. 
Such as to dying saints are sung ; . 
Such as in Paradise the ear 
Of Gk)D himself delights to hear ; 
—Come, all unseen ; be only known 
By Zion^s harp of higher taie, 
WarhHng to thy mysterious voice ; 
Bid my desponding powers rejoice : 
And I will listen to thy lay. 
Till night and sorrow flee away. 
Till gladness o'er my bosom rise, 
And morning kindle round the skies. 
If thus to me, sweet saint, be given 
To learn from thee the hymns of heaven, 
Thine inspiration will impart 
Seraphic ardours to my heart ; 
My v(Mce thy music shall prolong. 
And echo thy entrancing song ; 
My lyre with sympathy divine 
Shall answer every chord of thine. 
Till their consenting tones give birth, 
To harmonies unknown on earth. 



ON THE ROYAL IKFANT. Ml 

Then shall my thoughts, in living fire 
Sent down from heaven, to heaven aspire, 
My verse through lofty measures rise, 
A scale of glory, to the skies. 
Resembling, on each hallow'd theme, 
The ladder of the Patriarch's dream. 
O'er which descending angels shone. 
On earthly missions from the throne. 
Returning by the steps they trod. 
Up to the Paradise of God. 

1806 



ON THE ROYAL INFANT, 

8TILL-B0R1*: NOV. 9, 1817. 

A THRONE on earth awaited thee ; 

A nation long'd to see thy face. 
Heir to a glorious ancestry. 

And father of a mightier race. 

Vain hope ! that throne thou must not fill ; 

Thee may that nation ne'er behold ; 
Thine ancient house is heirless still» 

Thy Une shall never be unroU'd. 

Yet while we mourn thy flight from earth, 

Thine was a destiny sublime ; 
Caught up to Paradise in birth, 

Pluck'd by Eternity from Time. 

The Mother knew her offiipring dead : 
Oh ! was it grief, or was it love 

That broke her heart ? — ^The spirit fled 
To seek her nameless child above* 

Led by his natal star, she trod 

The path to heaven : — the n^eting there. 
And how they stood before their Gor>f 

The day of judgment shall decbre. 
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A MOTHER'S LAMENT 

ON THE DEATH OP HER INPAMT DAVOBTBR. 

I LOYED thee. Daughter of my heart ; 

My Child, I loved thee dearly ; 
And though we only met to part, 

— How sweetly ! how severely !— 
Nor Hfe nor death can sever 
My soul from thine for ever. 

Thy days, my little one, were few, — 

An Angel's morning visit, 
That came and vanished with the dew : 

'Twas here, 'tis gone, where is it ? 
Yet didst thou leave hehind thee 
A dew for love to find thee. 

The eye, the Hp, the cheek, the brow. 
The hands stretch'd forth in gladness. 

All life, joy, rapture, beauty now. 
Then dash'd with infant sadness. 

Till, brightening by transition, 

Retum'd the feiry vision : — 

Where are they now ? — ^those smiles, those tears. 

Thy Mother's darling treasure ? 
She sees them still, and still she hears 

Thy tones of pain or pleasure. 
To her quick pulse revealing 
Unutterable feeling. 

Hush'd in a moment on her breast, 

Life, at the well-spring drinking. 
Then cradled on her lap to rest. 

In rosy slumber sinking, 
Thy dreams — ^no thought can guess them ; 
And mine — no tongue express them. 



THE WIDOW AND THE FATHERLESS. l^ 

For then this waking eye could see, 

In many a vain vagary, 
The things thai never were to be, 

Imaginationa airy ; 
Fond hopes that mothers cherish, 
like still-born babes to perish. 

Mine perish'd on thy early bier ; 

No — changed to forms more glorious. 
They flourish in a higher sphere. 

O'er time and death victorious ; 
Yet would these arms have chained thee, 
And long from heaven detained thee. 

Sarah ! my last, my youngest love, 

The crown of every other ! 
Though thou art bom in heaven above, 

I am thine only Mother, 
Nor wiU affection let me 
BeHeve thou canst forget me. 

Then, — thou in heaven and I on earth,— 

May this one hope delight us. 
That thou wilt hail my second birth 

When death shall re-unite us, 
Where worlds no more can sever 
Parent and child for ever. 



THE WIDOW AND THE FATHERLESS. 

Well, thou art gone, and I am left ; 

But, oh ! how cold and dark to me 
This world, of every charm berefl. 

Where all was beautiful with thee ! 

Though I have seen thy form depart 
For ever froni my widow'd eye, 

I hold thee in my inmost heart ; 

There, there at least, thou canst not die. 
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Farewell on earth ; Heaven claim'd its own ; 

Yet, when firosi me thy presence went* 
I was exchanged for God alone : 

Let dust and ashes learn content. 

Ha ! those small voices silver-sweet 

Fresh from the fields my hahes appear; 
They fill my arms, they dasp my feet ; I 

-~** Oh ! couU your father see us here f* I 
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THE LYRE. 

j I 

<'Ah! who would love the lyre !" I 

W. B. STITKlfS i 

Where the roving rill meander'd 

Down the green retiring vale, 
Poor, forlorn Alc^us wander'd, 

Pale with thought, serenely pale : 
Timeless sorrow o'er his face 
Breathed a melancholy grace. 
And fix'd on every feature there 
The mournful resignation of despair. 

O'er his arm, his lyre neglected. 

Once his dear companion, hung. 
And, in spirit deep dejected. 

Thus the pensive poet sung ; 
While at midnight's solemn noon, 
Sweetly shone the cloudless moon, 
And all the stars, around his head. 
Benignly bright, their mildest influence shed. 

** Lyre ! O Lyre ! my chosen treasure. 

Solace of my bleeding heart ; 

Lyre ! O Lyre ! my only pleasure 

We must now for ever part ; 
For in vain thy poet sings. 
Wooes in vain thine heavenly strings ; 
The Muse's wretched sons are bom 
To cold neglect, and penury, and scorn. 

17* M 
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**That which Aubxander sighM for. 
That which Cjbsar's soul po6se8s*d9 
That which heroes, kings, have died for— 

Glory ! — animates my breast ; 
Hark ! the ch^iging trumpets' thioats 
Pour their death-defying notes ; 
To arms !' they call : to arms I fly, 
Like Wolfe to conquer, and like Wolfe to die 

** Soft !— the blood of murder'd legions 
Summons vengeance from the skies ; 
Flaming towns and ravaged regions, 
All in awful judgment rise. — 

then, innocently brave, 

1 will wrestle with the wave ; 

Lo ! Commerce spreads the daring sail, 
And yokes her naval chariots to the gale, 

*« Blow, ye breezes ! — gently blowing, 
Waft me to that happy sho^. 
Where, from fountains ever flowing, 

Indian realms their treasures pour ; 
Thence returning, poor in health. 
Rich in honesty and wealth, 
O'er thee, my dear paternal soil, 
I'll strew the golden harvest of my toil. 

«< Then shall Misery's sons and dau^ten 
In their lowly dwellings sing : 
Bounteous as the Nile's dark waters, 

Undiscover'd as their spring, 
I will scatter o'er the land 
Blessings with a secret hand ; 
For such angelic tasks designed, 
I give the lyre and sorrow to the wind." 

On an oak, whose branches hoary 

Sigh'd to every passing breeze, 
Sigh'd and told the simple story 

Of the patriarch of trees ; 



THE LYB£. 

High in air his harp he hung, 
Now no more to rapture strung ; 
Then warm in hope, no longer pale, 
He blush'd adiea, and rambled down the dale. 

Lightly touch'd by fairy fingers, 

Hark ! — the Lyre enchants the wind ; 
Fond Alcjeus listens, lingers 

— ^Lingering, listening, looks behind. 
Now the music mounts on high. 
Sweetly swelling through the sky ; 
To every tone, with tender heat. 
His heart-strings vibrate, and his pulses beat. 

Now the strains to silence stealing. 

Soft in ecstasies expire ; 
Oh ! with what romantic feeling 
Poor ALCiEus grasps the Lyre. 
Lo ! his furious hand he flings 
In a tempest o'er the strings ; 
He strikes the chords so quick, so loud, 
' 'Tis Jove that scatters lightning from a cloud. 

" Lyre ! O Lyre ! my chosen treasure, 

Solace of my bleeding heart ; 

Lyre ! O Lyre ! my only pleasure. 

We will never, never part : 
Glory, Commerce, now in vain 
Tempt me to the field, the main ; 
The Muse's sons are blest, though bom 
To cold neglect, and penury, and scorn. 

*^ What, though all the world neglect me. 
Shall my haughty soul repine ? 
And shall poverty deject me. 

While this haUow'd Lyre is mine ? 
Heaven — ^th^t o'er my helpless heacl 
Many a wrathful vial shed, — 
Heaven gave this Lyre,—- and thus decreed. 
Be thou a bruised , but not a broken reed." 

1801. 
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REMONSTRANCE TO WINTER. 

Ah ! why, unfeeeling Winter, why 

Still flags thy torpid wing ? 
Fly, melancholy Season, fly, 

And )rield' the year to Spring. 

Spring, — the young harbinger of love. 

An exile in disgrace, — 
Flits o'er the scene, like Noah's dove 

Nor finds a resting place. 

When on the mountain's azure peak 

Alights her fairy form. 
Cold blow the winds, — and dark and bleak 

Around her rolls the storm. 

If to the valley she repair 

For shelter and defence. 
Thy wrath pursues the mourner there, 

And drives her, weeping, thence. 

She seeks the brook, the faithless brook. 

Of her unmindful grown. 
Feels the chill magic of thy look. 

And lingers into stone. 

She wooes her embryo-flowers in vain 
To rear their in&nt heads ; — 

Deaf to her voice, her flowers remain 
Enchanted in their beds. 

In vain she bids the trees expand 
Their green luxuriant charms ; — 

Bare in the wilderness they stand, 
And stretch their withering arms. 

Her favourite birds, in feeble notes. 

Lament thy long delay ; 
And strain their little stammering throats 

To charm thy blasts away. 



All ! Winter, calm thy crael rage, 
Release the struggling year ; 

Thy power is past, decrepit Sage, 
Arise and disappear. 

The stars that graced th^ splendid night 

Are lost in ^varmer rays ; 
The Son, rejoicing in his might, 

Unrolls celestial days. 

Then why, usurping Winter, why 

Still flags thy frozen wing ? 
Fly, unrelenting tyrant, fly — 

And yield the year to Spring. 



ROUND LOVE'S ELYSIAN BOWERS. 

RoiTND Love's Elysian howers 

The fairest prospects rise ; 
There bloom the sweetest flowers. 
There shine the purest skies : 
And joy and rapture gild awhile 
The cloudless heaven of Beauty's smile. 

Round Love's deserted bowers 

Tremendous rocks arise ; 
Cold mildews blight the flowers, 
Tornadoes rend the skies : 
And Pleasure's waning moon goes down 
Amid the night of Beauty's frown. 

Then Youth, thou fond believer ! 

The wily Syren shun ; 
Who trusts the dear deceiver 
Will surely be undone : 
When Beauty triumphs, ah ! beware ;— 
Her smile is hope — her frown despair. 
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LINES 

WKi ri' K JI OMDm 

A DRAWING OF YARDLEY OAK, 

CELEBRATED BY COWFER. 
See Hayley*9 Life and LUUr* of W. Cvrnfer^ Esq. 

This scAe survivor of a race 

Of giant oaks, where once the wood 
Rang with the battle or the chase, 

In stern and lonely grandeur stood. 

From age to age it slowly spread 
Its gradual boughs to sun and wind ; 

From age to age its noble head 
As slowly withered and declined. 

A thousand years are like a day, 

When fled; — ^no longer known than seen; 
This tree was doom'd to pass away, 

And be as if it ne^er had been ; — 

But mournful Cowper, wandering nigh, 
For rest beneath its shadow came, 

When, lo ! the voice of days gone by 
Ascended from its hollow frame. 

O that the Poet had reveal'd 

The words of those prophetic strains, 
Ere death the eternal mystery seal'd 

Yet in his song the Oak remains. 

And fresh in undecaying prime, 

77t6rc may it live, beyond the power 

Of storm and earthquake, Man and Time, 
Till Nature's conflagration-hour. 



FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, AND TRUTH. 



WRITTEN FOR A SOCIETY, 

WHOSE MOTTO WAS " FRIBN DSHIP, LOVB, AMD TKUTH.'* 

When "Friendship, Love, and Truth" ahound 

Among a hand of Brothers, 
The cup of joy goes gaily round, 

Each shares the bliss of others : 
Sweet roses grace the thorny way 

Along this vale of sorrow ; 
The flowers that shed their leaves to-day 

Shall bloom again to-morrow : 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Friendship, Love, and Truth !" 

On halcyon wings our moments pass, 

Life's cruel cares beguiling ; 
Old Time lays down his spythe and glass. 

In gay good-humour smfling : 
With ermine beard and forelock gray. 

His reverend front adorning, 
He looks Uke Winter tum'd to May, 

Night soften'd into morning. 
• How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Friendship, Love, and Truth !" 

From these delightful fountains flow 

Ambrosial rills of pleasure : 
Can man desire, can Heaven bestow 

A more resplendent treasure ? 
Adom'd with gems so richly bright, 

We'll form a Constellation, 
Where every Star, with modest light, 

Shall gild his proper station. 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Friendship, Love, and Truth !" 
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RELIGION. 



AV OCCASIOITAL BTMIT. 



Through shades and solitudes profound 
The fainting traveller winds his way ; 

Bewildering meteors glare around, 
And tempt his wandering feet astray. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, to his eye 
The sudden moon's inspiring light. 

When forth she sallies through the sky. 
The guardian angel of the night. 

Thus mortals, blind and weak, below 
Pursue the phantom Bliss, in vain ; 

The world's a pilgrimage of wo, 
And life a pilg^;image of pain. 

Till mild Religion, from above. 
Descends, a sweet engaging form — 

The messenger of heavenly hve. 
The bow of promise in a storm. 

Then guilty passions wing their flight, 
Sorrow, remorse, affliction cease ; 

Religion's yoke is soft and light. 
And all her paths are paths of peace. 

Ambition, pride, revenge depart. 
And folly flies her chastening rod ; 

She makes the humble contrite heart 
A temple of the hying God. 

Beyond the narrow vale of time. 
Where bright celestial ages roll. 

To scenes eternal, scenes sublime. 

She points the way, and leads the soul. 



THE JOY OF GSI£F. 



At her approach the Grave appears 
The Gate of Paradise restored ; 

Her voice the watching Cheruh hears, 
And drops his double-flaming sword. 

Baptized with her renewing fire, 
May we the crown of glory gain ; 

Rise when the Host of Heaven expire, 
And reign with Grod, for ever reign ! 



THE JOY OF GRIEF. 

Sweet the hour of tribulation, 
When the heart can freely sigh, 

And the tear of resignation 
Twinkles in the mournful eye. 

Have you felt a kind emotion 

Tremble through your troubled breast ; 
Soft as evening o'er the ocean. 

When she charms the wavQs to rest ? 

Have you kst a friend, or brother ? 

Heard a father's parting breath ? 
Gazed upon a lifeless mother, ^ 

Till she seem'd to wake from death ? 

Have you felt a spouse expiring 
In your arms before your view ? 

Watch'd the lovely soul retiring 
From her eyes that broke on you ? 

Did not grief then grow romantic, 
Raving on remember'd bliss ? 

Did you not, with fervour frantic, 
Kis9the lips that felt no kiss ? 

Yes ! but when you had resigned her, 
Life and you were reconciled ; 

W 
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Anna Iefl--she left behind her, 
One, one dear, one only child. 

But before the green moss peeping, 
His poor mother's grave array'd, 

In that grave the infant sleeping 
On the mother's lap was laid. 

Horror then, your heart congealing, 
Chill'd you with intense despair : 

Can you call to mind the feeling ? 
No ! there was no feeling th^re. 

From that gloomy trance of sorrow, 
When you woke to pangs unknown, 

How unwelcome was the morrow. 
For it rose on you alone ! 

Sunk in self-consuming anguish, 
Can the poor heart always ache ? 

No, the tortured nerve will languish. 
Or the strings of life must break. 

O'er the yielding brow of Sadness 
One faint ^mile of comfort stole ; 

One soft pang of tender gladness 
Exquisitely thrill'd your soul. 

While the wounds of wo are healing. 
While the heart is all resign'd ; 

'Tis the solemn feast of feeling, 
'Tis the sabbath of the mind. 

Pensive memory then retraces 
Scenes of bliss for ever fled, 

lives in former times and places. 
Holds communion with the dead. 

And when night's prophetic slumbers 
Rend the veil to mortal eyes. 

From their tombs the sainted numbers 
Of our lost companions rise. 
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You have seen a friend, a brother, 
Heard a dear dead father speak ; 

Proved the fondness of a mother, 
Felt her tears upon your cheek. 

Ehreams of love your grief beguiling, 
You have clasp'd a consort's charms. 

And received your infant smiling 
From his mother's sacred arms. 

Trembling, pale, and agonizing. 
While yoi^ moum'd the vision gone. 

Bright the morning-star arising, 
Open'd heaven, from whence it shone. 

Thither all your wishes bending. 
Rose in ecstasy sublime, / 

Thither all your hopes ascending 
Triumph'd over death and time. 

Thus afflicted, bruised, and broken. 
Have you known such sweet relief? 

Yes, my friend ; and by this token. 
You have felt " thb joy of grief." 



THE BATTLE OF ALEXANDRIA. 

At Thebes, In Ancient Effypt, was erected a statae of Memnoo, with a harp In 
hie hand, which is said to have bailed with delightful music the rising san,ar 
In melancholy tones to have mourned his departure. The introduction of' 
eelebrated Lyre, on a modern occasion, will be censured as an anaehron* 
9 only who think that its chords have been touch'd unskllAilly. 

Harp of Memnon ! sweetly strung 

To the music of the spheres ; 
While the Hero's dirge is sung, 

Breathe enchantment to our ears. 

As the Sun's descending beams, 

Glancing o'er thy feeUng wire. 
Kindle every chord that gleams. 

Like a ray of heavenly fire : 
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Let thy numben, soft and slow. 
O'er the phun with carnage spread. 

Soothe the dying while they fkfw 
To the memory of the dead. 

Bright as Beauty, newly bom, 
Blushing at her maiden charms ; 

Fresh from Ocean rose the Mom, 
When the trompet blew to arms. 

Terrible soon grew the light 
On the Egyptian battle-plain. 

As the darkness d that night, 
When the eldest bom was slain. 

Lash'd to madness by the wind. 

As the Red Sea surges roar. 
Leave a gloomy gulf behind. 

And devour the shrinking shore ; 

Thus, with overwhelming pride, 

Gallia's brightest, boldest boast. 
In a deep and dreadful tide, 

Roll'd upon the British host. 
Dauntless these their station held. 

Though with unextinguish'd ire 
GikLLiA's legions, thrice repell'd. 

Thrice retum'd through Uood and fiie. 
Thus, above the storms of time, 

Towering to the sacred spheres, 
Stand the Pyramids sublime, — 

Rocks amid the flood of years. 
Now the veteran Chief drew nigh. 

Conquest towering on his crest, 
Valour beaming from his eye. 

Pity bleeding in his breast. 

Britain saw him thus advance 
In her Guardian- Angel's form ; 

But he lower'd on hostile Francs, 
Like the Demon of the Storm. 
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On the whirlwind of the war 
High he rode in yengeance dire ; 

To his friends a leading star, 
To his foes consuming fire. 

Then, the mighty pour'd their breath, 
Slaughter feasted on the brave I 

'Twas the Carnival of Death ; 
'IVas the Vintage of the Grave. 

Charged with Abercrombie's doom, 
Lightning \^ing'd a cruel ball : 

•Twas the Herald of the Tomb, 
And the Hero felt the call — 

Felt — and raised his arm on high ; • 
Victory well the signal knew. 

Darted from his awful eye, 

And the force of France o'erthrew. 

But the horrors of that fight. 
Were the weeping Muse to tell, 

Oh 'twould cleave the womb of night. 
And awake the dead that feQ ! 

Gash'd with honourable scars. 
Low in Glory's lap they lie ; 

Though they fell, they fell like stars, 
Streaming splendour through the sky. 

Yet shall Memory mourn that day. 
When, with expectation pale, 

Of her soldier far away 

The poor widow hears the tale. 

In imagination wild. 

She shall wander o'er this phiin, 
Rave, — and bid her orphan-child 

Seek his sire among the slain. 

Gently, from the western deep, 
O ye evening breezes, rise ! 
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0*er the Lyre of Mbhnon sweep, 
Wake its spirit with your sighs. 

Harp of Memnon ! sweetly Strang 
To the music of the spheres ; 

While the Hsro's dirge is sung, 
Breathe enchantment to our ears. 

Let thy numbers soft and slow 

O'er the plain with carnage spread. 

Soothe the dying while they flow 
To the memory of the dead. 

None but solemn, tender tones 
Tremble from thy plaintive wires : 

Hark ! the wounded Warrior groans : 
Hush'thy warbling ! — ^he expires. 

Hush ! — ^while Sorrow wakes and weeps : 
O'er his relics cold and pale. 

Night her silent vigil keeps, 
In a mournful moonlight vale. 

Harp of Memnon ! from afar, 

Ere the lark salute the sky. 
Watch the rising of the star 

That proclaims the morning nigh. 

Soon the Sun's ascending rays. 

In a flood of hallow'd fire, 
O'er thy kindling chords shall blaze, 

And thy magic soul inspire. 

Then thy tones triumphant pour. 
Let them pierce the Hero's grave ; 

Life's tumultuous battle o'er, 
Oh how sweetly sleep the brave ! 

From the dust their laurels bloom, 
High they shoot and flourish free ; 

Glory's Temple is the tomb ; 
Death is immortality. 

1801. 
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THE PILLOW 

The head that oft this Pillow pressM, 
That aching head, is gone to rest ; 
Its little pleasures now no more, 
And all its mighty sorrows o'er. 
For ever, in the worm's dark bed, 
For ever sleeps that humble head ! 

My friend was young, the world was new ; 
The world was false, my friend was true ; 
Lowly his lot, his birth obscure, 
His fortune hard, my friend was poor ; 
To wisdom he had no pretence, 
A child of sufiering, not of sense ; 
For Nature never did impart 
A weaker or a warmer heart. ' 
His fervent soul, a soul of flame. 
Consumed its frail terrestrial frame ; 
That fire frcMu Heaven so fiercely bum*d, 
That whence it came it soon retum'd : 
And yet, O Pillow ! yet to me. 
My gentle Friend survives in thee ; 
In thee, the partner of his bed. 
In thee, the widow of the dead. 

On Helicon's inspiring brink. 
Ere yet my friend had leam'd to think. 
Once as he pass'd the careless day 
Among the whispering reeds at play. 
The Muse of Sorrow wander'd by ; 
Her pensive beauty fix'd his eye ; 
With sweet astonishment he smiled ; 
The Gipsy saw— -she stole the child ; 
And sofl on her ambrosial breast 
Sang the deUghted babe to rest .; 
Convey'd him to her inmost grove, 
A.nd loved him with a Mother's love. 
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Awaking from his rosy nap, 
And gaily sporting on her lap, 
His wanton fingers o'er her lyre 
Twinkled like electric fire : 
Cluick and quicker as they flew, 
Sweet and sweeter tones they drew ; 
Now a bolder hand he flings, 
And dives among the deepest strings ; 
Then forth the music brake like thunder ; 
Back he started, wild with wonder. 
The Muse of Sorrow wept for joy. 
And clasp'd and kiss'd her chosen boy. 

Ah ! then no more his smiling hours 
Were spent in Childhood's £den-bowers ; 
The fall from Infant-innocence, 
The fall to knowledge drives us thence : 
O Knowledge ! worthless at the price. 
Bought with the loss of Paradise. 
As happy ignorance decUned, 
And reason rose upon his mind. 
Romantic hopes and fond desires 
(Sparks of the souFs immortal fires) 
Kindled within his breast the rage 
To breathe through every future age. 
To clasp the flitting sKeide of fame. 
To build an everlasting name, 
O'erleap the narrow vulgar span. 
And live beyond the life of man. 

Then Nature's charms his heart possessM* 
And Nature's glory fill'd his breast : 
The sweet Spring-morning's infant rays. 
Meridian Summer's youthful blaze, 
Maturer Autumn's evening mild. 
And hoary Winter's midnight wild, 
Awoke his eye, inspired his tongue ; 
For every scene he loved, he sung. 
Rude were his songs, and simple truth. 
Till Boyhood blossom'd into Youth ; 
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Then nobler themes his fancy fired, 

To bolder flights his soul aspired ; 

And as the new moon's opening eye 

Broadens and brightens through the sky, 

From the dim streak of western light 

To the full orb that rules the night ; 

Thus, gathering lustre in its race, 

And shining through unbounded space. 

From earth to heaven his Genius soar'd, 

Time and eternity explored. 

And hail'd, where'er its footsteps trod, 

In Nature's temple. Nature's God : 

Or pierced the human breast to scan 

The hidden majesty of Man ; 

Man's hidden weakness too descried. 

His glory, grandeur, meanness, pride : 

Pursued along their erring course 

The streams of passion to their source ; 

Or in the mind's creation sought 

New stars of fancy, worlds of thought. 

— ^Yet stillthrough all his strains would flow 

A tone of uncomplaining wo. 

Kind as the tear in Pity's eye. 

Soil as the slumbering Infant's sigh. 

So sweetly, exquisitely wild. 

It spake the Muse of Sorrow's child. 

O Pillow ! then, when light withdrew, 
To thee the fond enthusiast flew ; 
On thee, in pensive mood reclined. 
He pour'd his contemplative mind, 
Till o'er his eyes with mild control 
Sleep like a sofl enchantment stole, 
Charm'd into life his airy schemes. 
And realized his waking dreams. 

Soon from those waking dreams he woke, 
The fairy spell of fancy broke ; 
In vain he breathed a soul of fire 
Through every chord that strung his lyre. 
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No friendly echo cheer'd his tongue ; 
Amidst the wilderness he sung ; 
Loader and bolder bards were crown'd. 
Whose dissonance his music drownM : 
The public ear, the public voice, 
Despised his song, denied his choice. 
Denied a name, — a life in death. 
Denied — a bubble and a breath. 

Stript of his fondest, dearest claim. 
And disinherited of fame. 
To thee, O Pillow ! thee alone, 
He made his silent anguish known ; 
His haughty spirit scorn'd the blow 
That laid his high ambition low ; 
But, ah ! his looks assumed in vain 
A cold, inefiable disdain, 
While deep he cherish'd in his breast 
The scorpion that consumed his rest. 

Yet other secret griefs had he, 
O Pillow ! only told to thee : 
Say, did not hopeless love intrude 
On his poor bosom's solitude ? 
Perhaps on thy soft lap reclined. 
In dreams the cruel Fair was kind, 
That more intensely he might know 
The bitterness of waking wo. 

Whate'er those pangs from me concealed, 
To thee in midnight groans reveal'd. 
They stung remembrance to despair : 
" A wounded spirit who can bear !" 
Meanwhile disease, with slow decay, 
Moulder'd his feeble frame away ; 
And as his evening sun declined. 
The shadows deepen'd o'er his mind. 
What doubts and terrors then possess'd 
The dark dominion of his breast ! 
How did delirious fancy dwell 
On Madness, Suicide, and Hell ! 
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There was on earth no Power to save : 

But, as he shudder'd o'er the grave, 

He saw from reahns of light descend 
The friend of him who has no friend, 
Religion ! — Her almighty breath 
Rebuked the winds and waves of death ; 
She bade the storm of frenzy cease, 
And smiled a cahn, and whisper'd peace : 
Amidst that calm of sweet repose, 
To Heaven his gentle Spirit rose. ' 
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ODE 

TO THE VOLUNTEERS OF BRITAIN 

ON THE PROSPECT OP INVASION. 

O FOR the death of those 

Who for their country die, 
Sink on her bosom to repose. 

And triumph where they lie ! 

How beautiful in death 

The Warrior's corse appears, 
Embahn'd by fond Affection's breatb, 

And bathed in Woman's tears ! 

Their loveliest native earth 

Enshrines the fallen brave ; 
In the dear land that gave them birth 

They find their tranquil grave. 

But the wild waves shall sweep 

Britannia's foes away, 
And the blue monsters of the deep 

Be surfeited with prey. — 

No ! — they have 'scaped the waves, 
'Scaped the sea-monsters' maws ; 
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They come ! but oh ! shall Gallic Slaves 
Giye English ^bebmsn laws ? 

By Alfred's Spirit, No ! 

— Ring, ring the loud alarms ; 
Te drums, awake ! ye clarions, blow ! 

Ye heralds, shout " To arms !** 

To arms our Heroes fly ; 

And, leading on their lines. 
The BRmsH Banner in the sky. 

The star of conquest shines. 

The lowering battle forms 

Its terrible array ; 
Like clashing clouds in mountain-stonnSt 

That thunder on their way : — 

The rushing armies meet ; 

And while they pour their breath. 
The strong earth shudders at their feet, 

The day grows dim with death. 

— Ghosts of the mighty dead ! 

Your children's hearts inspire ; 
And while they on your ashes tread, 

Rekindle all your fire. 

The dead to life return ; 

Our Fathers' spirits rise ; 
— ^My brethren, in your breasts they bum, 

They sparkle in your eyes. 

Now laiinch upon the foe 

The lightning of your rage ; 
Strike, strike the assailing giants low. 

The Titans of the age. 

They yield, — ^they break, — they fly ; 

The victory is won : 
Pursue ! ^they faint, — ^they fiJl,— they die : 

Oh, stay ! the work is done. 
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Spirit of Venoeancb ! rest : 

Sweet Mercy cries, " Forbear !" 
She clasps the yanquish'd to her breast ; 

Thou wilt not pierce them there ? 

^Thus vanish Britain's foes 

From her co<isuming eye ; 
But rich be the reward of those 

Who conquer, ^those who 4ie. 

O'ershadowing laurels deck 

The living Hero's brows; 
But lovelier wreaths entwine his neck, 

— His children and his spouse. 

Exuhing o'er his lot. 

The dangers he has braved, 
He clasps the dear ones, hails the cot, 

Which his own valour saved. 

Daughters of Albion, weep : 

On this triumphant plain. 
Your fathers, husbands, brethren sleep, 

For 70U and freedom slain. 

Oh ! gently close the eye 

That loved to look on you ; 
Oh ! seal the lip whose earliest sigh. 

Whose latest breath was true : 

With knots of sweetest flowers 
' Their winding-sheet perfume ; 
And wash their wounds with true-love showers, 
And dress them for the tomb. 

For beautiful in death 

The Warrior's corse appears, 
Embalm'd by fond Affection's breath, 

And bath^ in Woman's tears. 



! me the death of those 
Who for their country die ; 
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And oh ! be mine like their repose, 
When cold and low they lie ! 

Their loveliest mother Earth 
Enshrines the fallen brave ; 

In her sweet lap who gave them birth 
They find their tranquil grave. 



THE VIGIL OF ST. MARK. 

Returning from their evening walk, 

On yonder ancient stile, 
In sweet, romantic, tender talk, 

Two lovers paused awhile : 

Edmund, the monarch of the dale, 
All conscious of his powers ; 

Ella, the lily of the vale. 
The rose of Auburn's bowers. 

In airy Love's delightful bands 

He held her heart in vain : 
The Nymph denied her willing hands 

To Hymen's awful chain. 

** Ah ! why," said he, " our bliss delay ? 

Mine Ella, why so cold ? 
Those who but love from day to day. 

From day to day grow old. 

" The bounding arrow cleaves the sky. 

Nor leaves a trace behind ; 
And single lives like arrows fly, 

— ^They vanish through the wind. 

" In Wedlock's sweet endearing lot. 

Let us improve the scene. 
That some may be, when we are not. 

To tell — ^that we have been." 
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** 'Tis now," replied the village Belle, 

" St. Mark's mysterious Eve ; 
And all that old traditions tell 

I tremblingly believe ; — 

" How, when the midnight signal tolls, 

Along the churchyard green 
A mournful train of sentenced souls 

In winding-sheets are seen. 

*< The ghosts of all whom death shall doom 

Withia the coming year. 
In pale procession walk the gloom, 

Amid the silence drear. 

*• If Edmund, bold in conscious might. 

By love severely tried. 
Can brave the terrors of to-night, 

Ella will be his bride." 

She spake, — and, like the nimble fawn, ' 

From Edmund's presence fled : 
He sought, across the rural lawn. 

The dwelling of the dead ; — 

That silent, solemn, simple spot, 

The mouldering realm of peace. 
Where human passions are forgot. 

Where human follies cease. 

The gliding moon through heaven serene 

Pursued her tranquil way, 
And shed o'er all the sleeping scene 

A soft nocturnal day. 

With swelling heart and eager feet 

Young Edmund gain'd the church, 
And chose his solitary seat 

Within the dreadful porch. 
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Thick, dureatening douds assembled sooii, 
Their dragon wings displayed ; 

Eclipsed the slow retiring moon, 
And quench'd the stars in shade. 

Amid the deep abyss of gloom 

No ray of beauty smiled. 
Save, glistening o'er some haunted tomb. 

The glow-worm's lustre wild. 

The village watch-dogs bay'd around, 
The long grass whistled drear. 

The steeple trembled to the ground, 
Ev'n Edmund quaked with fear. 

All on a sudden died the blast. 

Dumb horror chill'd the nir. 
While Nature seem'd to pause aghast. 

In uttermost despair. 

—Twelve times the midnight herald toil'd, 

As oft did Edmund start ; 
For every stroke fell dead and cold 

Upon his fainting heart. 

Then glaring through the ghastly gloom. 

Along the churchyard green. 
The destined victims of the tomb 

In winding-sheets were seen. 

In that strange moment Edmund stood. 

Sick with severe surprise ! 
While creeping horror drank his blood. 

And fix'd his flinty eyes. 

He saw the secrets of the grave ; 

He saw the face of DEATH : 
No pitying power appeared to save— 

He gasp'd away his breath. 
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Yet still tlie scene his soul beguiled, 

And every spectre cast 
A look, unutterably wild, 

On Edmund as they pass'd. 

All on the ground entranced he lay ; 

At length the vision broke : 
— ^When, lo ! — b, kiss, as cold as clay, 

The slumbering youth awoke. 

That moment through a rifted cloud. 

The darting moon display'd. 
Robed in a melancholy shroud, 

The image of a maid. 

Her dusky veil aside she drew. 

And show'd a face most fair : 
— " My Love ! my Ella !" Edmund flew. 

And clasp' d the yielding air. 

«*Ha! who art thou?" His cheek grew pale; 

A well-known voice repHed, 
" Ella, the Hly of the vale ; 
' Ella — ^thy destined bride." 

To win his neck her airy arms 

The pallid phantom spread ; 
Recoihng from her blasted charms. 

The affrighted lover fled. 

To shun the visionary maid, 

His speed outstript tRe wind ; 
But, — ^though unseen to move, — ^the shade 

Was evermore behind. 

So Death's unerring arrows ghde, 

Yet seem suspended still ; 
Nor pause, nor shrink, nor turn aside. 

But smite, subdue, and kill. 
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O'er many a mountain, moor, and vale, 

On that tremendous night, 
The ghost of Ella, wild and pale; 

Pursued her lover's flight. 

But when the dawn hegan to gleam, 
Ere yet the morning shone. 

She vanish'd like a nightmare-dream. 
And Edmund stood alone. 

Three days, bewilder'd and forlorn. 
He sought his home in vain ; 

At length he hail'd the hoary thorn 
That crown'd his native plain. 

'Twas evening ; — all the air was balm. 
The heavens serenely clear ; 

When the soft music of a psalm 
Came pensive o'er his ear. 

Then sunk his heart ; — a strange surmise 
Made all his blood run cold : 

He flew, — a funeral met his eyes : 
He paused, — a death-bell toU'd. 

" 'Tis she ! 'tis she !"— He bursts away ; 

And bending o'er the spot 
Where all that once was Ella lay. 

He all beside forgot. 

A maniac now, in dumb despair. 

With love-bewilder'd mien. 
He wanders, weeps, and watches there. 

Among the hillocks green. 

And every Eve of pale St. Mark, 

As village hinds relate, 
He walks with Ella in the dark. 

And reads the rolls of Fate. 
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HANNAH. 

At fond sixteen my roving heart 
Waa pierced by Love's delightful dart : 
Keen transport throbb'd through every vein, 
— ^I never felt so sweet a pain ! 

Where circling woods embower'd the glade, 
I met the dear romantic maid : 
I stole her hand, — ^it shrunk, — ^but no ; 
I would not let my captive go. 

With all the fervency of youth. 
While passion told the tale of truth, 
I mark'd my Hannah's downcast eye— 
'Twas kind, but beautifully shy : 

Not with a warmer, purer ray, 
The sun, enamour'd, woos young May ; 
Nor May, with softer maiden grace. 
Turns from the sun her blushing face. 

But, swifter than the frighted dove. 
Fled the gay morning of my love ; 
Ah ! that so bright a mom, so soon 
Should vanish in so dark a noon. 

The angel of Affliction rose. 
And in his grasp a thousand woes ; 
He pour'd his vial on my head. 
And all the heaven of rapture fled. 

Yet, in the glory of my pride, 

I stood, — and all his wrath defied ; 

I stood, — ^though whirlwinds shook my brain, 

And lightnings cleft my soul in twain. 
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I shunn'd my nymph ; — and knew not why 
I durst not meet her gentle eye ; 
I shunn'd her, for I could not bear 
To marry her to my despair. 

Yet, sick at heart with hope dekiy'd, 
Ofl the dear image of that maid 
Glanced, like the rainbow, o'er my mind, 
And promised happiness behind. 

The storm blew o'er, and in my breast 
The halcyon Peace rebuilt her nest : 
The storm blew o'er, and clear and mild 
The sea of Youth and Pleasure smiled. 

'Twas on the merry mom of May, 
To Hannah's cot I took my way : 
My eager hopes were on the wing, 
Lake swallows sporting in the spring. 

Then as I climb'd the mountains o'er, 
I lived my wooing days once more ; 
And fancy sketch'd my married lot. 
My wife, my children, and my cot. 

I saw the village steeple rise, — 
My soul sprang, sparkling, in my eyes : 
The rural bells rang sweet and clear,— 
My fond heart listen'd in mine ear. 

I reach'd the hamlet : — all was gay ; 

I love a rustic holyday : 

I met a wedding, — stepp'd aside ; 

It pass'd, — ^my Hannah was the bride. 

^There is a grief that cannot -feel ; 

It leaves a wound that will not heal ; 

^My heart grew cold, — ^it felt not then ; 

When shall it cease to feel again ? 
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A FIELD FLOWER. 

ON FINDING ONE IN FULL BLOOM, ON CHRISTMAS DAT, ISOS, 

There is a flower, a little flower, 
With silver crest and golden eye. 

That welcomes every changing hour, 
And weathers every sky. 

The prouder heauties of the field 
In gay but quick succession shine, 

Race after race their honours yield. 
They flourish and decline. 

But this small flower, to Nature dear. 
While moons and stars their courses run, 

Wreathes the whole circle of the year. 
Companion of the Sun. 

It smiles upon the lap of May, 
To sultry August spreads its charms, 

Lights pale October on his way. 
And twines December's arms. 

The purple heath and golden brocnn 
On moory mountains catch the gale. 

O'er lawns the lily sheds perfume. 
The violet in the vale. 

But this bold floweret climbs the hill. 
Hides in the forest, haunts the glen. 

Plays on the margin of the rill. 
Peeps round the fox's den. 

Within the garden's cultured round 
It shares the sweet carnation's bed ; 

And blooms on consecrated ground 
In honour of the dead. 
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The lambkin crops its crimson gem, 
The wild-bee murmurs on its breast, 

The blue-fly bends its pensile stem. 
Light o'er the sky-lark's nest. 

'Tis Flora's page ; ^in every place, 

In every season fresh and fair, 

It opens with perennial grace, 
And blossoms every where. 

On waste and woodland, rock and plain, 
Its humble buds unheeded rise ; 

The Rose has but a summer-reign, 
The DAISY never dies. 



THE SNOW-DROP. 

Winter, retire, 

Thy reign is past ; 

Hoary Sire, 

Yield the sceptre of thy sway, 

Sound thy trumpet in the blast. 

And call thy storms away. 

Winter, retire ; 

Wherefore do thy wheels delay ? 

Mount the chariot of thine ire. 

And quit the reahns of day ; 

On thy state 

Whirlwinds wait ; 

And blood-shot meteors lend thee light ; 

Hence to dreary arctic regions 

Summon thy terrific legions ; 

Hence to caves of northern night 

Speed thy flight. 

From halcyon seas 
And purer skies, 
O southern breeze I 
Awake, arise ; 
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Breath of heaven, benignly blow, 

Melt the snow : 

Breath of heaven, unchain the floods. 

Warm the woods, 

And make the mountains flow. 

Auspicious to the Muse's prayer, 

The freshening gale 

Embalms the vale, 

And breathes enchantment through the air ; 

On its wing 

Floats the Spring, 

With glowing eye, and golden hair : 

Dark before her Angel-forra 

She drives the demon of the storm. 

Like Gladness chasing Care. 

Winter's gloomy night withdrawn, 
Lo ! the young romantic Hours 
Search the hill, the dale, the lawn. 
To behold the SNOW-DROP white 
Start to light, 

And shine in Flora's desert bowers, 
Beneath the vernal dawn. 
The Morning Star of Flowers. 

Oh ! welcome to our isle. 

Thou Messenger of Peace ! 

At whose bewitching smile 

The embattled tempests cease : 

Emblem of Innocence and Truth, 

First born of Nature's womb. 

When strong in renovated youth 

She bursts from Winter's tomb ; 

Thy parent's eye hath shed 

A precious dew-drop on thine head, 

Frail as a mother's tear 

Upon her infant's face. 

When ardent hope to tender fear, 

And anxious love, gives place. 
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But, lo ! the dew-drop flits away, 
The sun salutes thee with a ny 
Wann as a mother's kiss 
Upon her infant's cheek, 
When the heart hounds with bliss. 
And joy that cannot speak. 

^When I meet thee by the way, 

Like a pretty sportive child. 

On the winter-wasted wild^ 

With thy darling breeze at play, 

Opening to the radiant sky 

All the sweetness of thine eye ; 

— Or bright with sunbeams, fresh with showers, 

O thou Fairy-Queen of flowers ! 

Watch thee o'er the plain advance 

At the head of Flora's dance ; 

Simple SNOW-DROP, then in thee 

All thy sister-train I see ; 

Every brilliant bud that blows. 

From the blue-bell to the rose ; 

All the beauties that appear 

On the bosom of the Year, 

All that wreathe the locks of Spring, 

Summer's ardent breath perfume. 

Or on the lap of Autumn bloom,- 

— ^AU to thee their tribute bring. 

Exhale their incense at thy shrine, 

—Their hues, their odours, all are thine. 

For while thy humble form I yiew. 

The Muse's keen prophetic sight 

Brings fair Futurity to light, 

And Fancy's magic makes the vision true. 

— ^There is a Winter in my soul. 

The winter of despair ; 

Oh, when shall Spring its rage conboIT 

When«hall the snow-drop blossom there ? 

Cold gleams of comfort sometimes dart 
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A dawn of glory on my heart, 

But quickly pass away : 

Thus Northern-lights the gloom adorn, 

And give the promise of a mom 

That never turns to day ! 

But, hark ! methinks I hear 

A still small whisper in mine ear ; 

" Rash youth, repent : 

Afflictions, from above, 

Are angels sent 

Oh embassies of love. 

A fiery legion at thy birth, 

Of chastening woes were given. 

To pluck the flowers of hope from earth, 

And plant them high 

O'er yonder sky, 

Transform'd to stars, — and fix'd in heaven.'^ 

1805. 
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Art thou a man of htmest mould. 
With fervent heart, and soul sincere ? 

A husband, father, friend ? — Behold, 
Thy brother slumbers here. 

The sun that wakes yon violet's bloom, 
Once cheer'd his eye, now dark in death. 

The wind that wanders o'er his tomb 
Was once his vital bret^h. 

Tlie roving wind shall pass away. 
The warming sun forsake the sky ; 

Thy brother, in that dreadful day. 
Shall live and never die. 
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THE OCEAN. 

WRITTEN AT SCARBOROUGH, alN THE SUMMER OF 1805. 

All hail to the ruins,* the rocks and the shores ! 
Thou wide-rolling Ocean, all hail ! 

Now brilUant with sunbeams, and dimpled with oars, 
Now dark with the fresh-blowing gale, 
While soft o'er thy bosom the cloud-shadows sail. 

And the silver wing'd sea-fowl on high, 

Like meteors bespangle the sky. 

Or dive in the gulf, or triumphantly ride 

Like foam on the surges, the swans of the tide. 

From the tumult and smoke of the city set free, 

With eager and awful delight, 
From the crest of the mountain I gaze upon thee ; 

I gaze, — and am changed at the sight ; 

For mine eye is illumined, my Grenius takes flight, 
My soul, like the sun, with a glance 
Embraces the boundless expanse, 
And moves on thy waters, wherever they roll, 
From the day-darting zone to the night-shadow'd pole. 

My spirit descends where the day-spring is born, 
Where the billows are rubies on fire. 

And the breezes that rock the light cradle of morn 
Are sweet as the Phoenix's pyre : 
O regions of beauty, of love, and desire ! 

O gardens of Eden ! in vain 

Placed far on the fathomless main. 

Where Nature with Innocence dwelt in her youth. 

When pure was her heart, and unbroken h^r truth. 
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But now the fair rivers of Paradise wind 
Through countries and kingdoms o'erthrown : 

Where the giant of Tyranny crushes mankind, 
Where he reigns, — and will soon reign alone ; 
For wide and more wide, o'er the sun-beaming zoiLbi 

He stretches his hundred-fold arms. 

Despoiling, destroying its charms ; 

Beneath his broad footstep the Granges is dry. 

And the mountains recoil from the flash of his eye. 

Thus the pestilent Upas, the Demon of trees. 

Its boughs o'er the wilderness spreads. 
And with livid contagion polluting the breeze, 

Its mildewing influence sheds : 

The birds on the wing, and the flowers in their beds, 
Are slain by its venomous breath. 
That darkens the noonday with death ; 
And pale ghosts of travellers wander around. 
While their mouldering skeletons whiten the ground. 

Ah ! why hath Jehovah, in forming the world. 
With the waters divided the land. 

His ramparts of rocks round the continent hurl'd, 
And cradled the Deep in his hand, 
If man may transgress his eternal command. 

And leap o'er the bounds of his birth, 

To ravage the uttermost earth. 

And violate nations and realms that should be 

Distinct as the billows, yet one as theisea ? 

There are, gloomy Ocean ! a brotherless clan. 

Who traverse thy banishing waves 
The poor disinherited outcasts of man. 

Whom Avarice coins into slaves : 

From the homes of their kindred, their forefathers* gra'^-- 
L»ve, friendship, and conjugal bliss, 
''iti.'-rj are dragg'd on the hoary abyss ; 
l^e shark hears their shrieks, and, ascending to da,/, 
7i5niands of the spoiler his share of the prey. 



MI£K;£U4Alf50Ua POEBiS. 



Then joy to the tea^pest that whehna them beneath^ 

And mskt^ thehr destnietkn ita aport ! 
But wo to the winda that propitioualy breathe^ 

And widt them in aafety to port, 

Wheie the ▼uhures and vampirea of Mammon 
Where Europe exuitingly draina 
The life-blood from Africa'a veina ; 
Where man rulea o'er man with a mereilesa rod. 
And apuma at hia fbotatod the image of Qod I 
/ 

The hour ia approaching, — a terrible hour ! 

And Vengeance is bending; her bow ; 1 

Already the clouds of the hurricane lour, 

And the rock-rending whirlwinds blow : 

Back rolls the huge Ocean, Hell opens below : 
The floods return headlong, — ^they sweep 
The slave-cultured lands to the deep ; 
In a moment entomb'd in the horrible void, 
By their Maker Himself in his anger destroyed ! 

Shall this be the fate of the cane-planted islea. 

More lovely than clouds in the west, 
When the sun o'er the ocean descending in smiles 

Sinks sofUy and sweetly to rest ? 

— ^NO ! — ^Father of mercy ! befriend the opprest ; 
At the voice of thy Gospel of peace 
May the sorrows of Africa cease ; 
And the slave and his master devoutly unite 
To walk in thy freedom, and dwell in thy hght !* 

Aa homeward my weary-wing'd fVmcy extenda 

Her star-lighted course through the skies. 
High over the mighty Atlantic ascends, 

And tuma upon Europe her eyea ; 

Ah me ! what new proapecta, new horrora ariae ! 



* Alluding to the glorious success of the Moravii^n Missionariet among tile 
Negroes in tlie West Indies. 
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I see tte war-tempested flood 

All foaming, and panting with blood; 

The panic-struck Ocean in agony roars, 

Rebounds from the battle, and flies to his shores ; 

For Britannia is wielding the trident to-day, 

Consuming her foes in her ire, 
And hurling the thunder of absolute sway 

From her wave-ruling chariots of fire : 

— Sh^ triumphs ; — the winds and the waters conspire 
To spread her invincible name ; 
—The universe rings with her fame ; 
— But the cries of the fatherless mix with her praise. 
And the tears of the widow are shed on her bays.* 

O Britain ! dear Britain ! the land of my birth ; 

O Isle, most enchantingly fair ! 
Thou Pearl of the Ocean ! Thou Gem of the Earth ! 

O my Mother ! my Mother ! beware ; 

For wealth is a phantom, and empire a snare : 
O let not thy birthright be sold 
For reprobate glory and gold ! 
Thy distant dominions like wild graftings shoot. 
They weigh down thy trunk — ^they will tear up thy root > 

The root of thine OAK, O my country ! that stands 
Rock-planted, and flourishing free ; 

Its branches are stretch' d o'er the utt^most lands, 
And its shadow ecHpses the sea : 
The blood of our ancestors nourish' d the tree ; 

From their tombs, from their ashes it sprung ; 

Its boughs with their trophies are hung ; 

Their spirit dwells in it : — and, hark ! for it spoke ; 

The voice of our fathers ascends from their Oak : — 



* While the author was meditating thete stanzas, in sight of the ocean fW>m 
the northern cliffs, intelligence arrived of the naval victory of Sir Robert Cald<r, 
over the French and Spanish fleets off the western coast of Spain. 
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** Te Britons, who dwell where we conquei'd of Qld# 

Who inherit our battle-field goLves ; 
Thoogh poor were yoar fathers^ — gigantic and bold* 

We were not, we conld not be slayes ; 

But firm as our rocks, and as free as our waves. 
The spears of the Romans we broke. 
We never stoop'd under their yoke ; 
In the shipwreck of nations we stood up alone,— 
The work! was great Cjesar's, — ^but Britain our own. 

** For ages and ages, with barbarous foes. 

The Saxon, Norwegian, and Gaul, 
We wrestled, were foil'd, were cast down, but we rose 

With new vigour, new life from each fall ; 

By all we were conquered: — ^we conquer'd them all ! 
—The cruel, the cannibcd mind, 
We soften'd, subdued, and refined : 
Bears, wolves, and sea monsters, they rush'd from their den ; 
We taught them, we tamed them, we tum'd them to men. 

** Love led the wild hordes in his flower-woven bands. 

The tenderest, strongest of chains : 
Love married our hearts, he united our hands. 

And mingled the blood in our veins ; 

One race we became :— on the mountains and plains 
Where the wounds of our country were closed. 
The Ark of Religion reposed. 
The unquenchable Altar of Liberty bkzed. 
And the* Temple of Justice in Mercy was raised. 

'« Ark, Altar, and Temple, we left with our breath ! 
To our children, a sacred bequest : 

O guard them, O keep them, in life and in death ! 
So the shades of your fJEithers shall rest. 
And your spirits with ours be in Paradise blest : 

— ^Let Ambition, the sm of the brave. 

And Avarice, the soul of a slave. 

No longer seduce your afiections to roam 

From Liberty, Justice, Religion, AT HOME." 
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THE COMMON LOT. 

A Birtliday Mediution, during a solitary winter walk, of Mven mOat, betWMB 
a Tillafe In Derbyshire and Sheffield, when the ground wae covered with 
■DOW) the tky serene, and the morning air intensely pure. 

Once in the flight of ages past, 

There lived a man : — and who was he ? 

— ^Mortal ! howe'er thy lot be cast, 
That Man resembled Thee. 

Unknown the region of his birth, 

The land in which he died unknown : 

His name has perish'd from the earth ; 
This truth survives alone : — 

That joy and grief, and hope and fear. 

Alternate triumph' d in his breast ; 
His bUss and wo, — a smile, a tear ! 

— Oblivion hides the rest. 

The bounding pulse, the languid limb. 
The changing spirits' rise and fall ; 

We know that these were feh by him, 
For these are feh by aU. 

He suffer'd, — ^but his pangs are o'er ; 

Enjoy'd, — ^but his delights are fled ; 
Had friends, — ^his friends are now no more ; 

And foes, — his foes are dead. 

He loved, but whom he loved, the grave 
Hath lost in its unconscious womb : 

Oh, she was fair ! — ^but nought could save 
Her beauty from the tomb. 

He saw whatever thou hast seen ; 

Encounter'd all that troubles thee : 
He was— whatever thou hast been ; 

He 18 — ^what thou shalt be. 
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The rolling seasons, day and night, * 

Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and main, 

Erewhile his portion, life and light, 
To him exist in vain. 

The clouds and sunbeams, o'er his eye 
That once their shades and glory threw 

Have left in yonder silent sky 
No vestige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race, 
Their ruins, since the world began. 

Of HIM aflford no other trace 

Than this, — there lived a man ! 

Ab«MM»er4,1805. 



THE HARP OF SORROW. 

I GAVE my Harp to Sorrow's hand, 
And she has ruled the chords so long. 

They will not speak at my command ; — 
They warble only to her song. 

Of dear, departed hours, 

Too fondly loved to last, • 
The dew, the breath, the bloom of flowers, 

Snapt in their freshness by the blast : 

Of long, long years of future care. 

Till lingering Nature yields her breath, 

And endless ages of despair. 

Beyond the judgment-day of death : — 

The weeping Minstrel sings ; 

And while her numbers flow. 
My spirit trembles with the strings, 

Responsive to the notes of wo. 

Would gladness move a sprightlier strain, 
And wake this wild Harp's clearest tones. 
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The chords, impatient to complain, 
Aie dumb, or only utter moans. 

And yet, to soothe the mind 

With luxury of grief. 
The soul to suffering all resigned 

In sorrow's music feels relief. 

Thus o'er the light iEolian lyre 
The winds of dark November stray, 

Touch the quick nerve of every wire. 
And on its magic pulses play ;— 

Till all the air around, 

Mysterious murmurs fill, 
A strange bewildering dream of sound. 

Most heavenly sweet, — yet mournful still. 

O ! snatch the Harp from Sorrow's hand, 
Hope ! who hast been a stranger long ; 

O ! strike it with subHme command. 
And be the Poet's life thy song. 

Of vanish'd troubles sing. 

Of fears for ever fled. 
Of flowers that hear the voice of Spring, 
* And burst and blossom from the dead ;— 

Of home, contentment, health, repose. 
Serene delights, while years increase ; 

And weary life's triumphant close 
In some calm sunset hour of peace ; — 

Of bliss that reigns above, 

Celestial May of Youth, 
Unchanging as Jehovab^s love. 

And everlasting as his truth : — 

Sing, heavenly hope ! — and dart thine hand 
O'er my frail Harp, untuned so long ; 

That Harp shall breathe, at thy command, 
Immortal sweetness through thy song. 
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Ah ! then, this gloom control, 
And at thy Yoice shall start 

A new creation in my soul, 
A native Eden in my heart. 



1807. 



POPE'S WILLOW. 



Wrltt0B for an Urn, nwde out of tbe Trunk of the Weej^nf WUlow, Imported 
fton the East, and planted by Pope in bis f rounde at Twickenham, where tt 
I many years ; bat, falling into decay, it was lately cut down. 

Ess Pope resign'd his tuneful breath, 

And made the turf his pillow, 
The minstrel hung his harp in death 

Upon the drooping WiUow ; 
That Willow from Euphrates' strand. 
Had sprung beneath his training hand. 

Long as revolving seasons flew, 

From youth to age it flourish'd. 
By vernal winds and starlight dew. 

By showers and sunbeams nourish'd ; 
And while in dust the Poet slept. 
The Willow o'er his ashes wept. 

Old Time beheld its silvery head 

With graceful grandeur towering, 
Its pensile boughs profusely spread, 

The breezy lawn embowering. 
Till, arch'd around, there seem'd to shoot 
A grove of scions from one root. 

Thither, at summer noon, he view'd 
The lovely Nine retreating. 
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Beneath its twilight solitude 

With songs their Poet greeting, 
Whose spirit in the Willow spoke, 
Like Jove's from dark Dodona's oak. 

By harvest moonlight there he spied 

The fairy bands advancing ; 
Bright Ariel's troop, on Thames's side, 

Around the Willow dancing ; 
GJay sylphs among the foliage play'd, 
And glow-worms glilter'd in the shade. 

One morn, while Time thus mark'd the tree 

In beauty green and glorious, 
** The hand," he cried, " that planted thee, 

O'er mine w?is oft victorious ; 
Be vengeance now my calm employ, — 
One work of Pope's I will destroy." 

He spake, and struck a silent blow 
With that dread arm, whose motion 

Lays cedars, thrones, and temples low. 
And wields o'er land and ocean 

The unremitting axe of doom, 

That fells the forest of the tomb. 

Deep to the Willow's root it went, 

And cleft the core asunder. 
Like sudden, secret lightning, sent 

Without recording thunder : — 
—From that sad moment, slow away 
Began the Willow to decay. 

In vain did Spring those bowers restore, 
Where loves and graces revell'd, 

Autumn's wild gales the branches tore, 
The thin gray leaves dishevell'd. 

And every wasting Winter found 

The Willow nearer to the ground. 
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Hoary, and weak, and bent with age, 

At length the axe assail'd it : 
It bow'd before the woodman's rage ; 

The s(wans of Thames bewail'd it. 
With softer tones, with sweeter breath. 
Than ever charm'd the ear of death. 

O Pope ! hadst thou, whose lyre so long 
The wondering world enchanted. 

Amidst thy paradise of song 
This Weeping Willow planted ; 

Among thy loftiest laurels seen, 

In deathless verse for ever green, — 

Thy chosen Tree had stood sublime. 

The storms of ages braving, 
Triumphant o'er the wrecks of Time 

Its verdant banner waving. 
While regal pyramids decay'd. 
And empires perish 'd in its shade. 

An humbler lot, O Tree ! was thine, 
— -^jrone down in all thy glory ; 

The sweet, the mournful task be mine. 
To sing thy simple story ; 

Though verse like mine in vain would raise 

The fame of thy departed days. 

Yet, fallen Willow ! if to me 
Such power of song were given. 

My lips should breathe a soul through thee, 
And call down fire from heaven. 

To kindle in this hallow'd Urn 

A flame that would for ever bum. 

1806. 
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A WALK IN SPRING. 

I wander'd in a lonely glade, 
Where, issuing from the forest shade, 

A little mountain stream - 
Along the winding valley play'd, 

Beneath the morning beam. 

Light o'er the woods^of dark brown oak 
The west-wind wreathed the hoYering smaket 

From cottage roofs concealM, 
Below a rock abruptly broke. 

In rosy light reveal'd. 

*Twas in the infancy of May, — 
The uplands glow'd in green array. 

While from the ranging eye 
The lessening landscape sfretch'd away. 

To meet the bending sky. 

'Tis sweet in solitude to hear 
The earliest music of the year. 

The Blackbird's loud wild note. 
Or, from the wintry thicket drear. 

The Thrush's stammering throat. 

In rustic solitude 'tis sweet 

The earliest flowers of Spring to greet,— 

The violet from its tomb. 
The strawberry, creeping at our feet. 

The sorrel's simple bloom. 

Wherefore I love the walks of Spring, — 
While still I hear new warUers sing, 

Fresh-opening bells I see ; 
Joy flits on every roving wing, 

Hope buds on every tree. 
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That morn I look'd and listened long. 
Some cheering sight, some woodland song. 

As yet miheard, unseen. 
To welcome, with rememhrance strong 

Of days that once had been ; — 

When gathering flowers, an eager child, 
I ran abroad with rapture wild ; 

Or, on more curious quest, 
Peep'd breathless through the copse, and smiled, 

To see the linnet's nest. 

Ahready had I watch'd the flight 

Of swallows darting through the light. 

And mock'd the cuckoo's call ; 
Already view'd, o'er meadows bright. 

The evening rainbow fall. 

Now in my walk, with sweet surpnse, 
I saw the first Spring cowslip rise. 

The plant whose pensile flowers 
Bend to the earth their beauteous eyes, 

In sunshine as in showers. 

Lone on a mossy bank It grew. 
Where h'chens, purple, white, and blue. 

Among the verdure cre^t ; 
Its yellow ringlets, dropping dew. 

The breezes lightly swept. 

A bee had nestled on its blooms. 
He shook abroad their rich perfumes, 

Then fled in airy rings ; 
His place a butterfly assumes. 

Glancing his glorious wings. 

Oh, welcome, as a friend ! I cried ; 
A friend through many a season tried. 

Nor ever sought in vain. 
When May, with Flora at her side, 

Is dancing on the plain. 
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Sure as the Pleiades adorn 
The glittering coronet of mom, 

In calm delicious hours, 
Beneath their beams thy buds are bom, 

'Midst love-awakening showers. 

Scattered by Nature's graceful hand. 
In briary glens, o'er pasture-land, 

Thy fairy tribes we meet ; 
Q&y in the milk-maid's path they stand, 

They kiss her tripping feet. 

From winter's farm-yard bondage freed. 
The cattle bounding o'er the mead, 

Where green the herbage grows. 
Among thy fragrant blossoms feed. 

Upon thy tufts repose. 

Tossing his forelock o'er his mane, 
The foal, at rest upon the plain. 

Sports with thy flexile stalk. 
But stoops his Httle neck in vain 

To crop it in his walk.. 

Where thick thy primrose blossoms play. 
Lovely and innocent as they) 

O'er coppice lawns and dells, 
In bands the rural children stray. 

To pluck thy nectar'd bells ; 

Whose simple sweets, with curious skiL, 
The frugal cottage-dames distil. 

Nor envy France the vine, 
While many a festal cup they fill 

With Britain's homely wine. 

Unchanging still from year to year. 
Like stars returning in their sphere. 

With undiminished rays. 
Thy vernal constellations cheer 

The dawn of lengthening days. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



Perhaps from Nature's earliest May, 
Imperishable •midst decay. 

Thy self-renewing race 
Have breathed their bahny lives away 

In this neglected place. 

And, oh ! till Nature's final doom, 
Here unmolested may they bloom. 

From scythe and plough secure, 
This bank their cradle and their tomb, 

While earth and skies endure ! 

Yet, lowly Cowslip, while in thee 
An old unalter'd friend I see. 

Fresh in perennial prime ; 
From Spring to Spring behold in me 

The woes and waste of Time. 

' This fading eye and Avithering mien 
Tell what a sufferer I have been. 

Since more and more estranged, 
From hope to hope, from scene to scene. 
Through Folly's wilds I ranged. 

Then fields and woods I proudly spum'd » 
From Nature's maiden love I tum'd. 

And wooed the ^ichantress Art ; 
Yet while for her my fancy bum'd. 

Cold was my wretched heart, — 

Till, distanced in Ambition's race. 
Weary of Pleasure's joyless chase. 

My peace untimely slain, 
Sick of the world, ^I tum'd my face 

To fields and woods again. 

'Twas Spring ; — ^my former haunts I found. 
My favourite flowers adom'd the ground. 

My darling minstrels play'd ; 
The mountains were with sunset crown'd. 

The valleys dun with shade. 
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With lom delight the scene I view'd, 
Past joys and sorrows were renew'd ; 

My infant hopes and fears 
Look'd lovely, through the soUtude 

Of retrospective years. 

And still, in Memory's twilight bowers, 
The spirits of departed hours. 

With mellowing tints, portray 
The blossoms of life's vernal flowers 

For ever fall'n away. 

Till youth's delirious dream is o'er, 
Sanguine with hope, we look before. 

The future good to find ; 
In age when error charms no more, 

For bliss wt5 look behind. 
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TO AGNES. 

BEPLT TO SOME LINEfi, BEOINNINO "ARREST, O TIKE, THY FLBBTINO 

COURSE." 

Time will not check his eager flight, 

Though gentle Agneq scold, 
For 'tis the Sage's dear delight 

To make young Ladies old. 

Then listen, Aones, friendship sings ; 

Seize fast his forelock gray. 
And pluck from his careering wings 

A feather every day. 

Adom'd with these, defy his rage, 

And bid him plough your face^ 
For every furrow of old age 

Shall be a line of grace. 

Start not ; old age is virtue's prime ; 
Most lovely she appears, 
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Clad in the spoils of vanquished Time, 
Down in the vale of years. 

Beyond that vale, in boundless bloom, 
i?he eternal mountains rise : 

Virtue descends not to the tomb, 
Her rest is in the skies. 



A DEED OF DARKNESS. 

fhe body of the Mimlonary, John Smith, (who died February 6, 18S4, in priion, 
under lentence of death by a court-martial, in Demerara,) was ordered to be 
burled eecretly at night, and no person, not even his widow, was allowed to 
follow the corpse. Mn. Smith, however, and her fi-iend Mrs. Elliott, accom- 
panted by a free Negro^ carrying a lantern, repaired beforehand to the spot 
where a grave had been dug, and there they awaited the interment, which 
took place accordingly. Hie Majesty's pardon, annulling the condemnation. 
Is said to have arrived on the day of the unfortunate Missionary's death, from 
the rigours of confinement, in a tropical climate, and under the slow pains of 
an inveterate malady, previously afflicting him. 

Comb down in thy profoundest gloom. 

Without one vagrant fire-fly's light, 
Beneath thine ebon arch entomb 

Earth, from the gaze of heaven, O Night ! 
A deed of darimess must be done. 
Put out the moon, hold back the sun. 

Are these the criminals, that flee 

Like deeper shadows through the shade T 

A flickering lamp, from tree to tree 
Betrays their path alcmg the glade. 

Led by a Negro ; — ^now they stand, 

Two trembling women, hand in hand. 

A grave, an open grave, appears ; 

O'er this in agony they bend. 
Wet the fresh turf with bitter tears ; 

Sighs following sighs their bosoms rend : 
These are not muider«» ! — these hare known 
Qrief more bereaving than their own. 
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Oft through the gloom their straining eyes 
Look forth, for what they fear to meet : 

It comes ; they catch a glimpse ; it flies : 
Gtuick-glancing hghts, slow-tramping feet, 

Amidst the cane-crops, — seen, heard, gone, — 

Return, — wid in dead-march move on. 

A stern procession ! — gleaming arms, 

And spectral countenances dart. 
By the red torch-flame, wild alarms, 

And withering pangs through either heart ; . 
A corpse amidst the group is borne, 
A prisoner's corpse who died last morn. 

Not by the slave-lord's justice slain. 
Who doom'd him to a traitor's death ; 

While royal mercy sped in vain 
O'er land and sea to save his breath; 

No ; the frail life that warm'd this clay 

Man could not give nor take away. 

His vengeance and his grace, alike. 

Were impotent to spare or kill ; 
— ^He may not lift the sword to strike. 

Nor turn its edge aside, at will ; 
Here, by one sovereign act and deed, 
God cancell'd all that man decreed. 

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. 

That corpse is to the grave consigned ; 

The scene departs : — this buried trust 
The Judge of quick and dead shall find. 

When things which Time and Death have seal'd. 

Shall be in flaming fire reveal'd. 

The fire shall try Thee, then, like gold. 

Prisoner of hope ! — await the test : 
And oh ! when truth alone is told. 

Be thy clear innocence confess'd ! 
The fire shall try thy foes ; — ^may they 
Find mercy in that dreadful day. 
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THE DIAL. 

This shadow on the Dial's face, 

That steals from day to day, 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace, 

Moments, and months, and years away ; 
This shadow, which, in every clime. 

Since light and motion first began. 
Hath held its course sublime ; — 

What is it ? ^Mortal Man ! 

It is the scythe of Time : 

— ^A shadow only to the eye ; 

Yet, in its calm career, 
It levels all beneath the sky ; 

And still, through each succeeding year. 
Right onward, with resistless power, 
Its stroke shall darken every hour. 
Till Nature's race be run. 
And Time's last shadow shall eclipse the sun. 

Nor only o'er the Dial's face. 

This silent phantom, day by day. 
With slow, unseen, unceasing pace, 

Steals moments, months, and years away ; 
From hoary rock and aged tree. 

From proud Palmyra's mouldering walls, 
From Teneriflfe, towering o'er the sea. 

From every blade of grass it falls ; 
For still, where'er a shadow sweeps, 

The scythe of Time destroys, 
And man at every footstep weeps 

O'er evanescent joys ; 
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Liike flow'rets glittering with the dews of mom, 
Fair for a moment, then for ever shorn : 
—-Ah ! soon, beneath the inevitable blow, 
I too shall lie in dust and darkness low. 

Then Time, the Conqueror, will suspend 

His scythe, a trophy, o'er my tomb. 
Whose moving shadow shall portend 

Each frail beholder's doom : 
O'er the wide earth's illumined space, 

Though Time's triumphant flight be shown, 
The truest index on its face 

Points from the churchyard stone. 

1807. 



EMBLEMS. 



An evening cloud, in brief suspense. 

Was hither driven and thither, 
It came, I saw not whence. 

It went, I knew not whither ; 
I watch'd it changing, in the wind. 

Size, semblance, form, and hue. 
Lessening and fading, till behind 

It left no speck on heaven's pure blue. 

Amidst the marshall'd host of night 
Shone a new star supremely bright ; 
With marvelling eye, well pleased to err, 

I hail'd that prodigy ;— anon. 
It fell,— ijt fell like Lucifer, 

A flash, — a blaze, — a train, — 'twas gone ; 
And then I sought in vain its place, 
iliroughout the infinite of space. 
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Dew-drops, at day-spring, deck'd a line 

Of gossamer so frail, so fine, 

A gnat's wing shook it : — ^round and clear 

As if by fairy-fingers strung, / 

like orient pearls at beauty's ear, - ' 

In trembling brilliancy they hung 
Upon a rosy brier, whose bloom 
Shed nectar round them, and perfume. 

Ere long exhaled in limpid air. 

Some mingled with the breath of mom. 
While some slid singly, here and there. 

Like tears by their own weight down borne ; 
At length the film itself collapsed, and where 

The pageant glitter' d, lo ! a naked thorn. 

What are the hving ? — hark ! a sound 

From grave and cradle crying, 
By earth and ocean echoed round, 

— ** Tlie living are the dying V^ 

From infancy to utmost age. 

What is man's scene of pilgrimage ? 

The passage to death's poital ! 
The moment we begin to be. 
We enter on the agony, 

— The dead are the immortal ; 
Tlhey live not on expiring breath, 
They only are exempt from death. 

Cloud-atoms, sparkles of a falling star, 

Dew-drops on gossamer, all are : 

What can the state beyond us be ? 

Life ? — ^Death ? — Ah ! no. — a greater mystery ; 

What thought hath not conceived, ear heard, eye seen ; 
Perfect existence from a point begun ; 

Part of what God's eternity hath beeft, — 
Whole immortality belongs to none. 
But Him, the First, the Last, the Only One. 
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A MESSAGE FROM THE MOON: 

A THOUGHT AT EXETER, DDRINO THE GREAT ECLIFSS OF THE SUN, 
MAY 15, 1836. 

The evening star peep'd forthat noon, 
To learn what ail'd the sun, her sire. 

When, lo ! the intervening moon 

Plunged her black shadow through his fire ; 

Of ray by ray his orb bereft, 

Till but one slender curve was left, 
And that seem'd trembling to exph*e. 

The sickening atmosphere grew dim, 

A faint, chill breeze (JTept over all ; 
As in a swoon, when objects swim 

Away from sight, — a thickening pall 
Of horror, boding worse to come, 
That struck both field and city dumb. 

O'er man and brute was felt to fall. 

" Avaunt, insatiate fiend !'* I cry, — 
** Like vampire stealing from its grave 

To drain some sleeper's life-strings dry, 
Back to thine interlunar cave ; 

Ere the last glimpse of fountain-light, 

Absorpt by thee, bring on a night 

From which nor moon nor mom can save." 

While yet I spake, that single beam 
(Bent like Apollo's bow half-strung) 

Broaden'd and brighten'd ; — gleam o'er gleam. 
Splendours that out of darkness sprung, 

The sun's unveiling disk o'erflow'd. 

Till forth in all his strength he rode. 
For ever beautiful and young. 
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Reyiying Nature own'd his power ; 

And joy and mirth with light and heat, 
Music and fragrance, hail'd the hour 

When his deliverance was complete : 
Aloft again the swallow flew. 
The cock, at second day-break crew ; 

When suddenly a voice most sweet ; — 

A voice, as from the ethereal sphere, 

Of one unseen yet passing by, 
Came with such rapture on mine ear. 

My soul sprang up into my eye ; 
But naught around could I behold, 
No " mortal mixture of earth's mould," 

Breathed that enchanting harmony. 

" How have I wrong'd thee, angry bard ! 

What evil to your world have done ? 
That I, the moon, shoulS be debarr'd 

From free communion with the sun ? 
If, wiiile I tum'd on him my face, 
Your's was o'ercast a little space. 

Already are amends begun. 

"The lustre I have gj^ther'd now. 

Not to myself I will confine ; 
Night after night, my crescent brow. 

My full and waning globe shall shine 
On youiB, — till every spark is spent. 
Which /or us both to me was lent ; 

— ^Thus I fulfil the law divine. 

** A nobler sun on thee hath shone. 
On thee bestow'd benigner light ; 

Walk in that light, but not alone. 
Like me to darkling eyes give sight : 

This is the way God's gifts to use, 

First to enjoy them, then diffiise, 
—Learn firom the moon that lesson right." 
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A BRroAL BENISON. 

ADDRESSED TO MT FRIENDS MR. AND MRS. B. 

Ocean and land the globe divide, 
Summer and winter share the year. 

Darkness and light walk side by side, 
And. earth and heaven are always near. 

Though each be good and fair alone, 
And glorious, in its time and place, 

In all, when fitly pair*d, is shown 

More of their Maker's power and giaoe. 

Then may the union of young hearts. 

So early and so well begun. 
Like sea and shore, in all their parts, 

Appear as twain, but be as one. 

Be it like summer ; may they find 

Bliss, beauty, hope, where'er they roam ; 

Be it like winter, when confined. 
Peace, comfort, happiness at home. 

like day and night, — sweet interchange 
Of care, enjoyment, action, rest ; 

Absence nor coldness e'er estrange 
Hearts by unfailing love possest. 

Like earth's horizon, be their scene 
Of life, a rich and various ground. 

And, whether lowering or serene. 
Heaven all above it and around. 

When land and ocean, day and nighty 
When time and natuxe cease to b»; 

Let their inheritance be light. 
Their unioii an eternity. 
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THE BLACKBIRD. 

TkoM who are apt to awake early on apring morningi in rural neighbourlioodB, 
muat often have been charmed with the solitary loog of the Blackbird, when 
all beiide it etill, and the Lark himaelf it yet on the ground.~At eTening, too, 
hit broad and homely itrain* different from that of every other, and chiming 
in at intervale with the universal chorus of wild throats, is known from in- 
ftincy by all wlio have been accustomed to walk abroad in the hour of twi* 
light.— The yellow bill and glossy plumage of the same contpicuout bird, when 
he flitt from hedge to tree, or across a meadow, are equally familiar to the eye 
of such, nor lest to their ear it the chuckling note with which he bolts oat of 
a bush before the startled passenger, who has unconsciously dittnrbed him 
from hit perch. 

MORNING. 

Gk>u>sN bill ! Golden bill ! 

Lo, the peep of day ; 
All the air is cool and still, 
From the elm-tree on the hill, 

Chant away : 
While the moon drops down the west. 
Like thy mate upon her nest. 
And the stars before the sun, 
Melt like snow-flakes, one by one ; 
Let thy loud and welcome lay 
Pour along 
Few notes but strong. 

- EVSNINO. 

Jet-bright wing ! jet-bright wing ! 

Flit across the sunset glade ; 
Lying there in wait to sing — 
Listen with thy head awry. 
Keeping time with twinkling eye. 

While from all the woodlaiid shade. 
Birds of every plume and note 
Stndn the throat. 
Till both hill uid valley ting. 
And the warbled minstrelay. 
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Ebbing, flowing like the sea, 
Claims brief interludes from thee : 
Then, with simple swell and 'fall, 
Breaking beautiful through all, 
L#et thy Pan-like pipe repeat 
Few notes but sweet. 

Stktm^ near Doneaster, 1835. 



THE MYRTLE. 



Dark-oreen and gemm'd with flowers of sno'^ 
With close uncrowded branches spread. 

Not proudly high, nor meanly low, 
A graceful myrtle rear'd its head. 

Its mantle of unwithering leaf, 

Seem'd, in my contemplative mood. 

Like silent joy, or patient grief, 
The symbol of pure gratitude. 

Still life, methought, is thine, fair tree ! 

— ^Then pluck'd a sprig, and while I mused* 
With idle hands, unconsciously. 

The deUcate small foliage bruised. 

Odours, at my rude touch set free, 
Escaped from all their secret cells ; 

Quick life, I cried, is thine, fair tree ! 
In thee a soul of fragrance dwells : 

Which outrage, wrongs, nor wounds destroy. 

But wake its sweetness from repose ; 
Ah ! could I thus heaven's gifts employ, 
* Worth seen, worth hidden, thus disclose : 

In health, with unpretending grace. 
In wealth, with meekness and with fear, 

Through every season wear one face, 
And be in truth what I appear 
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Then should affliction's chastening rod 
Bruise my firail frame, or break my heart, 

Life, a sweet sacrifice to God, 
Out-breathed like incense would depart. 

The Captain of Salvation thus, 
When like a lamb to slaughter Jed, 

Was, by the Father's wiD, for us. 
Himself through suffering purified. 

xsn. 



A DEATH-BED. 

** So gireth He his beloved sleep.**— Psalm cxxvll. S. 

Her path was like the shining light. 
Clear, calm, prc^essive, perfect day j 

At even-tide came sudden night, 
Thick darkness fell on all her way ; 

Amazed, alarm'd, she quail'd with dread. 

And cried — " The Comforter is fled !" 

It was the tempter's vantage-hour ; 

Eager and flttsh'd with hope was he ; 
He knew the limit of his power, 

And struggled hard for victory ; 
A deathless soul, at Hfe's last gasp, 
Seem'dbut a hair's breadth from his grasp. 

The dire deceiver was deceived. 
That soul was in a faithful hand, 

Evenhis in whom her heart believed ; 
Satan before Him could not stand, 

But fell like Ughtning to the deep. 

So gave He his beloved sleep. 



DALE ABBEY. 



DALE ABBEY. 



A solitary arch in 4be middle of an open meadow, and a small oratory more an« 
dent than the monastery itselfi now the ehapel of ease for the hamlet, are 
alone eonspieuous of all the mafniflcent structures which once oeeupied this 
ground. The site is about Ave miles south-east from Derby. 



The glory hath departed from thee, Dale ! 

Thy gorgeous pageant of monastic pride, 

•—A power, that once the power of kings defied. 
Which truth and reason might in vain assail. 
In mock humility usurp'd this vale. 

And lorded o'er the region far and wide ; 

Darkness to light, evil to good allied, 
Had wrought a charm, which made all hearts to quail. 

What gave that power dominion on this ground, 
Age after age ? — the Word of God was hound ! — 

At length the mighty captive hurst from thraU, 
0*ertum'd the spirituai bastile in its march, 
And left of ancient grandeur this sole arch, 

Whose stones cry out, — " Thus Babylon herself iL 
fall." 



More beautiful in ruin than in prime, 

Methinks this frail, yet firm memorial stands, 
The work of heads laid low, and buried hands : 

—Now slowly mouldering to the touch of time, 

It looks abroad, unconsciously sublime, 

Where sky above and earth beneath expands : 
And yet a nobler relic still demands 

The grateful homage of a passing rhyme. 
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Beneath the cHff yon humhle roof hehold ! 
Poor as our Saviour's hirthplace ; yet a fold, 

Where the good shepherd, in this quiet vale, 
Gathers his flock, and feeds them^ as of old, 

With bread from heaven : — I change my note ; — all hail! 

The glory of the Lord is risen upon thee, Dale !* 

1830. 



IN BEREAVEMENT. 

Lift up thine eyes, afflicted soul ! 

From earth lift up thine eyes ; 
Though dark the evening-shadotvs roll. 

And daylight beauty dies. 
One sun is set, — a thousand more 

Their rounds of glory run, 
Where science leads thee to explore 

In every star a sun. 

Thus, when some long-loved comfort ends, 

And Nature would despair. 
Faith to the heaven of heaven ascends. 

And meets ten thousand there : 
First faint and small, then clear and bright, 

They gladden all the gloom, 
As stars that seem but points of light 

The rank of suns assume. 



1886. 



* This ancient oratory is suppoaed to liave stood between 700 and 800 yean. 
It was built by a person who had previously dwelt as a hermit in a cave which 
he had hewed in the roclc adjacent, where he submitted to great hardships and 
privations. He was a native of Derby, and l>elieved it was the will of heavaa, 
that he should leave his home and friends and live in solitude. The Abbey wip 
founded in 1204, near the spot where tliis holy man had thus lived and died. A:^ 
ter being successively occupied by monks of various orders, it was broken up in 
1539. The buildings occupied a large space of ground ; but beside the arch and 
chapel nothing more than a few fragments of walls and foundatioM can b« 
traced. 
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CORONATION ODE FOR aUEEN VICTORIA. 

The sceptre in a maiden-hand, 

The reign of beauty and of youth, 
Should wake to gladness all the land, 
Where love is loyalty and truth : 
Rule, Victoria, rule the free. 
Hearts and hands we ofier Thee 

Not by the tyrant law of might. 

But by the grace of God we own, 
And by the people's voice, thy right 
To sit upon thy Father's throne : 
Rule, Victoria, rule the free, 
Heaven defend and prosper Thee. 

Thee isles and continents obey ; 

Kindreds and nations nigh and far. 
Behold the bound-marks of thy sway, 
— ^The morning and the evening star : 
Rule, Victoria, rule the free. 
Millions rest their hopes on Thee. 

No skve within thine empire breathe ! 

Before thy steps oppression fly ! 
The lamb and lion play beneath 
The meek dominion of thine eye ! 
Rule, Victoria, rule the free. 
Bonds and shackles yield to Thee. 

Still spreading influence more benign, 

Light to thy realms of darkness send, 
Till none shall name a God but thine, 
None at an idol altar bend : 

Rule, Victoria, rule the free. 

Till all tongues shall pray for The6 
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At home, abroad, by sea, on sbore, 

Blessings to thee and thine increase ; 
The sword and cannon rage no more, 
The whole world hail thee Ctueen of Peace : 
Rule, Victoria, rule the free, 
And th' Almighty rule o'er Thee. 

1888. 



THE WILD PINK, 

ON THE WALL OF MALMESBURT ABBEY. 

(Z>tan£AiM Cheirophyllus.) 

On seeing a solitary specimen near the Great Archway, and beiag told that the 
plant was not to be found elsewhere in the neighbourhood. 

The hand that gives the angels wings. 

And plants the forest by its power. 
O'er mountain, vale, and champaign flings 

The seed of every herb and flower ; 
Nor forests stand, nor angels fly. 
More at God's will, more in his eye. 
Than the green blade strikes down its root, 
Expands its bloom, and yields its fruit. 

Beautiful daughter of a line 

Of unrecorded ancestry ! 
What herald's scroll could vie with thine. 

Where monarchs trace their pedigree ? 
Thy first progenitor had birth 
'While man was yet unquicken'd earth. 
And thy last progeny may wave 
Its flag o'er man's last-open'd grave. 

Down from the day of Eden lost, 

A generation in a year. 
Unscathed by heat, unnipt by frost. 

True to the sovereign sun, appear 



THE WILD FIIfK. 



The units of thy transient race, 
Each in its turn, each in its pkce. 
To make the world a little while y 
Lovelier and sweeter with its smile. 

How earnest thou hither ? from what soil, 

Where those that went before thee grew. 
Exempt from«suffering, care, and coil. 

Clad by the sunbeams, fed with dew ? 
Tell me on what strange spot of ground 
Thy rock-born kindred yet are found, 
And I the carrier-dove will be 
To bring them wondrous news of thee. 

How, here, by wren or red-breast dropt. 

Thy parent-germ was left behind. 
Or, in its trackless voyage stopt, 

"While sailing on th' autumnal wind. 
Not rudely wreckt, but safely thrown 
On yonder ledge of quarried stone. 
Where the blithe swallow builds and sings. 
And the pert sparrow pecks his wings. 

Then, by some ghmpse of moonshine sped, 

Clueen Mab, methinks, alighting there, 
A span-long, hand-breadth terrace spread, 

A fairy-garden hung in air. 
Of lichens, moss, and earthy mould. 
To rival Babylon's of old, 
In which that single seed she nurst. 
Till forth its embryo-wilding burst. 

Now, like that solitary star. 

Last in the morn's resplendent crown. 
Or first emerging, faint and far. 

When evening-glooms the sky embrown. 
Thy beauty shines without defence. 
Yet safe from gentle violence. 
While infant-hands and maiden-eyes 
Covet in vain the tempting prize. 
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Ton arch, beneatli whose giant-span, 
Thousands of passing feet hare trod > 

Upon the ditst that once was man, 
Gather'd around the house of God, 

•^-That arch which seems to mock decay, 

Fix'd as the firmament to-day, 

Is fading like the rainbow's form. 

Through the slow stress of time's long storm. 

But thou mayst boast perennial prime ; 

— ^The blade, the stem, the bud, the flower. 
Not ruin'd but rene\Y'd by time, 

Beyond the great destroyer's power. 
Like day and night, like spring and fall. 
Alternate, on the abbey wall. 
May come and go, from year to year, 
And vanish but to re-appear. 

Nay, when in utter wreck are strown 

Arch, buttress, all this mighty mass. 
Crumbled, and crush'd, and overgrown 

With thorns and thistles, reeds and grass. 
While Nature thus the waste repairs. 
Thine offspring, Nature's endless heirs. 
Earth's ravaged fields may re-possess. 
And plant once more the wilderness. 

So be it : — but the sun is set. 

My song must end, and I depart ; 
Yet thee I never will forget. 

But bear thee in my inmost heart. 
Where this shall thy memorial be, 
— If God so cares for thine and thee. 
How can I doubt that love divine. 
Which watches over me and mine ? 
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PARTING WORDS. 

" And he said, Let me gQ, for the day breaketh.'* 

Oenesit, xxxii. 90. 

Let me go, the day is breaking, 

Dear companions, let me go ; 
We have spent a night of waking 

In the wilderness below ; 
Upward now I bend my way, 
Part we here at break of day. 

Let me go, I may not tarry, 

Wrestling thus with doubts and fears ; 

Angels wait my soul to carry, 
Where my risen Lord appears ; 

Friends and kindred, weep not so. 

If ye love me, let me go. 

We have travell'd long together. 
Hand in hand, and heart in heart, 

Both through fair and stormy weather, 
And- 'tis hard — 'tis hard to part. 

Yet we must : — " Farewell T^ to you ; 

Answer, one and all, ^'JidieuT* 

'Tis not darkness gathering round me, 
Which withdraws me from your sight ; 

Walls of flesh no more can bound me. 
But, translated into light, 

Like the lark on mounting wing. 

Though unseen, you hear me sing. 

.^ Heaven's broad day hath o'er me broken, 

Far beyond earth's span of sky : 
Am I dead ? — Nay, by this token, 

Know that I have ceased to die ; 
Would you solve the mystery. 
Come up hither,— come and see. 

1837. 
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THE ROSES. 

ADDBIS8ID TO A FRIEND ON THE BIRTH OF HIB FIRST CHILD 

Two Roses on one slender spray 

In sweet communion grew, 
Together hailed the morning ray, 

And drank the evening dew ; 
While sweetly wreath'd in mossy green, 

There sprang a little bud between. 

Through clouds and sunshine, storm and showers. 

They open'd into bloom, 
Minghng their foliage and their flowers, 

l*heir beauty and perfume ; 
While fbster'd on its rising stem, 

The bud became a purple gem. 

But soon their summer splendour pass'd, 

They faded in the wind, 
Tet were these roses to the last 

The loveliest of their kind. 
Whose crimson leaves in falling round, 
Adom*d and sanctified the ground. 

When thus were all their honours shorn. 

The bud unfolding rose. 
And blush'd and brighten'd, as the mom 

From dawn to sunrise glows, 
Till o'er each parent's drooping head, 
The daughter's crowning glory spread. 

My Friends ! in youth's romantic prime, 

The golden age of man. 
Like these twin Roses spend your time, 

— ^life's httle, lessening span ; 
Then be your bteasts as free from cares. 

Your hours as innocent as theirs. 
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And in tke infant bud that blows 

In your encircling arms, 
Mark the dear promise of a rose, 

The pledge of future channs, 
That o'er your withering hours shall shiivs, 
Fair, and more fair, as you decline ;— 
Till, planted in that realm of rest 

Where roses never die. 
Amidst the gardens of the blest. 

Beneath a stormless sky. 
You flower afresh, like Aaron's rod. 
That blossom'd at the sight of God. 



ELUAH IN THE WILDERNESS. 

1 Kings zix. 

Thus pray'd the prophet in the wilderness ; 
**Gk)D of my fathers! look on my distress; 
My days are spent in vanity and strife, 
Oh that the Lord would please to take my life ! 
Beneath the clods through this lone valley spread. 
Fain would I join the generations dead !" 

Heaven deign'd no answer to that murmuring prayer, 
Silence that thrill'd the blood alone was there ; 
Down sunk his weary limbs, slow heaved his breath, 
.And sleep fell on him with a weight like death ; 
Dreams, raised by evil spirits, hover'd near, 
Throng'd with strange thoughts, and images of fear ; 
Th' abominations of the Gentiles came ; — 
Detested Chemosh, Moloch clad with flame, 
Ashtaroth, queen of heaven, with moony crest, 
And Baal, sunlike, high above the rest. 
Glared on him, gnash'd their teeth, then sped away, 
Like ravening vultures to their carrion-prey, 
Where every grove grew darker with their rites. 
And blood ran reeking down the mountain-heights : 

i?3 
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Bat to the living God, throughout the land, 
He sawno altar hlaze, no temple stand ; 
Jerusalem was dust, and Zion's hill. 
Like Tophet's valley, desolate and still : 
The prophet drew one deep desponding groan. 
And his heart died within him like a stone. 

An angel's touch the dire entrancement broke, 
" Arise and eat, Elijah !" — He awoke, 
And found a table in the desert spread, 
With water in the cruise beside his head ; 
He bless*d the Lord, who turn'd away his prayer, 
And feasted on the heaven-provided fare ; 
Then sweeter slumber o'er his senses stole, 
And sunk like life new-breathed into his soul. 
A dream brought David's city on his sight, 
— Shepherd's were watching o'er their flocks by night ; 
Around them uncreated splendour blazed, 
And heavenly hosts their hallelujah's raised; 
A theme unknown since sin to death gave birth, 
" Glory to God ! good will and peace on earth I" 
They sang ; his heart responded to the strain, 
Though memory sought to keep the words in vain : 
The vision changed ; — amid the gJoom serene. 
One star above all other stars was seen. 
It had a light, a motion of its own, 
And o'er an humble shed in Bethlehem shone ; 
He look'd, and, lo ! an infant newly bom,* 
That seem'd cast out to poverty and scorn. 
Yet Gentile kings its advent came to greet, 
Worshipp'^, and laid their treasures at its feet. 
Musing what this mysterious babe might be, 
He saw a sufferer stretch'd upon a tree ; 
Yet while the victim died, by men abhorr'd. 
Creation's agonies confess'd him Lord. 
Again the Aiigel smote the slumberer's side ; 
"Arise and eat, the way is long and wide." 
He rose and ate, and with unfainting force. 
Through forty days and nights upheld his course. 
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Horeb, the mount of GrOD, he reachM, and lay 

Within a cavern till the cool of day. 

•* What dost thou here, Elijah ?"— Like the tide, 

Brake that deep voice through silence. He replied, 

** I have been very jealous for thy cause. 

Lord Qod of hosts ! for men make void thy laws ; 

Thy people have thrown down thine altars, slain 

Thy prophets, — I, and I alone, remain ; 

My life with reckless vengeance they pursue. 

And what can I against a nation do ?" 

** Stand oa the mount before the Lord, and know, 
That wrath or mercy at my will I show." 
Anon the power that holds the winds let fly 
Their devastating armies through the sky ; 
Then shook the wilderness, the rocks were rent, 
As when Jehovah bow'd the firmament. 
And trembling Israel, while he gave the law. 
Beheld the symbols but no image saw. 
The storm retired, nor left a trace behind ; 
The Lord pass'd by ; he came not with tfee wind. 

Beneath the prophet's feet the shuddering ground 
Clave, and disclosed a precipice profound. 
Like that which openM to the gates of hell, 
When Korah, Dathan, and Abiram fell ; 
Again the Lord pass'd by, but unreveal'd ; 
He came*not with the earthquake, — all was seal'd. 

A new amazement ! vale and mountain tum'd 
Bed as the battle-field with blood, then bum'd 
Up to the stars, as terrible a flame ^ 

As shall devour this universal frame ; 
Elijah watch'd it kindle, spread, expire ; 
The Lord pass'd by ; he came not with the fire. 

A still small whisper breathed upon his ear; 
He wrapt his mantle round his face with fear ; 
Darkness that might be felt involved him,—- dumb 
With expectation of a voice to come. 
He stood upon the threshold of the cave. 
As one long dead, just risen from the grave, 
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In the last jud^ent.— <}^e the vnce and medf 
** What dost thou here, £&ijah I*^— He lepUtd, 
*• I hare been very jealous for thy causey 
Lord Gh)» of hosts ! for men make toid thy knrs 
Thy people have thrown down thine altan, skua 
Thy piophets<-^» and I alone, remain ; 
My Hfe with ruthless violence they pursue. 
And what can I against a nation do V* 

'< My day of veng^eance is at hand : the year 
Of my redeemed shall suddenly appear : 
Go Thoti,---anoint two kings, — and in thy pkee, 
A prophet to stand up before my &ce : 
Then he who 'scapes the Syrian's sword shaU fall 
By his whom to Samaria's throne I call ; 
And he who 'scapes frc»n Jehu, in that day, 
Him shall the judgment of Elisha slay. 
Yet hath a remnant been preserved by me. 
Seven thousand souls, who never bow'd the knee 
To Baal's image, nor have kiss'd his shrine ; 
These are my je^frels, and they shall be mine. 
When to the world my righteousness is shown. 
And, root and branch, idolatry o'erthrown,'* 

So be it, God of truth ! yet why delay ? 
With thee a thousand years are as one day ; 
O crown thy people's hopes, dispel their fears ! 
And be to-(ky with Thee a thousand years t 
Cut short the evil, bring the blessed time, * 
Avenge thine own ekct from clime to clime ; 
Let no^an idol in thy path be spared, 
All sluure the fate which Baal l<»ig hath shared ; 
Nor let seven thousand only worship Thee ; 
Make every tongue confess, bow every knee ; 
Now o'er the promised kingdoms reign thy Son, 
One Lord throctgh all the earth, — his name be one I 
Hast Thou not spoken! shall it not be done ? 

18S4. 
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STANZAS 

ON THE DBATV OP 

THE LATE REV. THOMAS RAWSON TAYLOR, • 

OF BRADFORD, IN YORKSHIRE; 

A young minitter of great promise, and a poet of no mean order, whoce reriM, 
entitled ** Communion with the Dead,** on the remoTal in early life of a lister, 
would endear and perpetuate the remembrance of both, were they as generally 
known as they deserve to be. The survivor died on the 7th of March, 1835, 
aged S8 years. 

Millions of eyes have wept o'er frames 

Once living, beautiful, and young, 
Now dust and ashes, and their names 

Extinct on earth because unsung : 
Yet song itself hath but its day. 
Like the swan's dirge, — a dying lay. 

A dying lay I would rehearse. 

In memory of one whose breath 
Pour'd forth a stream of such sweet verse 

As might have borne away from death 
The trophy of a sister's name, 
— ^Winning at once and giving fame. 

But all is mortal here, — ^that song 

Pass'd like the breeze, which steals from flowers 
Their fragrance, yet repays the wrong 

With dew-drops, shaken down in showers ; 
Ah 1 like those flowers with dew-drops fed, 
They sprang, they blossom'd, they are dead« 

The poet (spared a b'ttle while) 

Follow'd the sister all too soon ; 
The hectic rose that flush'd his smile 

Grew pale and wither'd long ere noon ; 
In youth's exulting prime he gave 
What death demanded to the grave. 

33* 
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But that which death nor grave could seize,— 
His soul^ — ^into his Saviour's hands 

(Who by the cross's agonies 
Redeem'd a people from all^ lands) 

He yielded, till « that day"* to keep, 

And then, like Stephen, fell asleep. 

*• That day" will come, meanwhile weep not, 
O ye that loved him ! and yet more 

Love him for grief that « he is not :" 
— ^Rather with joy let eyes run o'er, 

And warm hearts hope his face to see, 
• Where 'tis for ever " good to be." 



CHRIST THE PURIFIER. 

Malachi, iii. 8, a. 

He that from dross would win the precious ore, 
Bends o'er the crucible an earnest eye, 

The subtle, searching process to explore, 

Lest the one brilliant m(xnent should pass by. 

When in the molten silver's virgin mass. 

He meets his pictured face as in a gkss. 

Thus in Gron's furnace are his children tried ; 

Thrice happy they who to the end endure ! 
But who the fiery trial may abide ? 

Who from the crucible come forth so pure. 
That He, whose eyes of flame look through the whole, 
May see his image perfect in the soul ? 

Not with an evanescent glimpse alone, 

As in that mirror the refiner's face. 
But, stampt with heaven's broad signet, there be shown 

Immanuel's features, full of truth and grace/-— 
And round that seal of love this motto be, 
" Not for a moment, but eternity !" 

♦ S Tim. i. 1«. 
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-A Ci»TAIN DISCIPLE." 

Acts ix. 10. 

ON THE PORTRAIT 07 THB RXV. W. M. 

Long may his living countenance e;xpress 
The air and lineaments of holiness, 
And, as from theme to theme his thoughts shall range 
In high discourse, its answering aspects change ! 
-—Like Abraham's, faith's sublimest pledge display, 
When bound upon the altar Isaac lay ; 
— ^Kindle like Jacob's, when he felt his power 
With GrOD, and wrestled till the day-break hour ; 
—Shine like the face of Moses, when he came. 
All-radiant, from the mount that bum'd with flame ; 
—Flash Uke Elisha's, when, his sire in view. 
He caught the mantle and the spirit too ; 
— ^Darken like Jonah's, when with " Wo I" he went 
Through trembling Nineveh, yet cry " Repent !'* 
— ^Brighten like Stephen's, when his foes amazed. 
As if an angel stood before them, gazed ; 
And hke that martyr's, at his latest breath. 
Reflect his Saviour's image full in death. 
Yea, ever in the true disciple's mien, 
His meek and lowly Master must be seen. 
And in the fervent preacher's boldest word. 
That voice which was the voice of mercy heard : 
— So may the love which drew, as with a chain, 
The Son of God from heaven, his heart constrain. 
Draw him from earth, and fix his hopes above. 
While with the self-same chain, that chain of love. 
In new captivity, he strives to bind 
Sin's ransom'd slaves, his brethren of mankind ; 
Labouring and suffering still, whate'er the cost, 
By life or death, to seek and save the lost ; 
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That, followixig Christ, in pure simplidty. 
As He was in this world, himself may be, 
Till, call*d with Him in glory to sit down, 
And with the crown then given the Giver crown 



THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS. 

JoHH xvli. 90—93. 

Free, yet in chains the mountains stand. 

The valleys linkM run hand in hand. 

In fellowship the forests thrive, 

And streams from streams their strength derive. 

The cattle graze in flocks and herds, 
In choirs and concerts sing the birds, 
Insects by millions ply the wing. 
And flowers in peaceful armies spring. 

AH nature is society. 

All nature's voices harmony. 

All colours blend to form pure light, 

— Why then should Christians not unite ? 

Thus to the Father pray'd the Son, 
« One may they be as We are one ; 
That I in them, and Thou in Me, 
They one with Us may ever be." 

Children of God ! combine your bands, 
Brethren in Christ ! join hearts and hands, 
And pray, — ^for so the Father will'd, — 
That the Son's prayer may be fulfiU'd : — 

FulfiU'd in you, fulfiU'd in all 
That on the name of Jesus call. 
And every covenant of love 
Ye bind on earth, be bound above ! 
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"PERILS BY THE HEATHEN." 

% COBINTHIAMS Xl. 98. 

■ In memory of the Rev. William Thbblfall, Wesleyan Miiiionary, who, 
with two native converts, (Jacob Links and Johabnbs Jaoobb,) set out in 
Jane, 1895, to carry the gospel into great Naraaqua-land, on the western eoBst 
of Boatii AAriea. The last communication received flrom him by his brethren 
was the following brief note, dated ** ITanii Baths, Auguat 6, 1895. Being 
rather unkindly handled by this people, in their not finding or not permitting 
vs to have a guide, we returned hither yesterday, after liavbig been to the 
north four days* jpurney, and losing one oi the oxen. I feel great nead of your 
prayers, and my patience is much tried. These people are very unfeeling and 
daceitftil ; but, thank €k>d, we are all in good health, though we donbt of sue- 
cess. Our cattle are so poor that they cannot, I think, bring us home again ; 
but we shall yet try to get Airther ; and then it is not unlikely, I shall despatch 
'Johannes to yon to send oxen to fetch us away. Do not be uneasy about us; 
we all feel much comforted in our souls, and the Lord give us patience. We 
ire obliged to beg hard to buy meat. Peace be with you '.—William Thbkl- 

FALL. 

No further iBtellifence arrived concerning the wanderers for seven months, 
except unauthorized rumours, that they had, in some way, perished in the 
desert. In the sequel it was ascertained, that Mr. ThrelfaH and his ftithflil 
companions had left the Warm Baths above mentioned about the 9th or 10th 
of August, having obtained a vagabond guide to the Great Fish River. This 
wretch, meeting with two others as wicked as himself, conducted them to a 
petty kraal of Bushmen, (the outcasts of all the Caffre tribes,) and there mur- 
dered them in the night after they had Iain down to sleep, for the sake of the 
ftw trifling articles which they carried with them for the purchase of food by 
the way. Two of the assassins were long afterwards taken by some of their 
own wild countrymen, and by them delivered up to the colonial authorities. 
One of these was the arch«traitor, called Naangaap, who with hhi own hand 
hurled the atone which caused the death of the missionary. He wae tried at 
GUnwilllam, and condemned to be shot. On their way to the place appointed 
Ibr execution, the escort halted at Lily Fountain, where the relatives of his 
BMrdered companion, Jacob Links, resided. These came out of their ^welling* 
and spoke to the criminal upon his awful situation, of which he seemed little 
heedfbl. Bfartha, Jacob's sister, was especially concerned to awaken hin to 
a sense of his guilt and peril, saying to him, with true Christian meekness and 
sympathy,— ** I am indeed very sorry for you, though you have killed my bro- 
ther, because- you are indifferent about the salvation of your own sinful souL" 
On the 30th of September, 1897, he was shot, according to his sentence, by six 
men of his own tribe, at Silver Fountain, on the border of the eolony, with the 
entire concurrence of the chief, who had come from his distant residence to 
witness the execution. 

Mr. Thielfall was a young man who had served on several missionary stations 
in South AfHca, from the year 1839, under great bodily aflUetion Ibr the most 
pert of the time, but with unquenchable fervency of spirit, and devotion to the 
work of God among the heathen. His two fellow-labourers and feUoW'Suf- 
9m9n, Jacob Links and Johannes Jagger, had voluntarily offered themselves 
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to tlM nuM tervice and nerlfiee witb him, for the nka of carrylnf Um gofftl 
of the frace of God to their benighted countrymen in the further regluM flf 
Namaqiui-4and. 

Not by the lion's paw, the serpent's tooth, 

By sudden sun-stroke, or by slow decay, 
War, famine, plague, — meek messenger of truth !— 

Wert thou arrested on thy pilgrim-way. 

The sultry whirlwind spared thee in its wrath, 
The lightning flash'd before thee, and pass'd by. 

The brooding earthquake paused beneath thy path. 
The mountain-torrent shunn'd thee, or ran dry. 

Thy march was through the savage wilderness. 
Thine errand thither, Uke thy gracious Uord's, 

To seek and save the lost, to heal and bless 
Its blind and lame, diseased and dying hordes. 

How did the lore of Christ, that, like a chain, 

Drew Christ himself to Bethlehem from his throne, 

And bound Him to the cross, thine heart constrain, 
Thy willing heart, to make that true love known ! 

But not to build, was thine appointed part, 
Temple where temple never stood before ; ' 

Yet was it well the thought was in thine heart, 

— ^Thou know'st it now, — thy Lord required no more. 

The wings of darkness round thy tent were spread. 
The wild beast's bowlings brake not thy repose ; 

The silent stars were watching overhead. 

Thy friends were nigh thee, — ^nigh thee were thy foes* 

The sun went down upon thine evening prayer. 

He rose upon thy finish'd sacrifice ; 
The house of God, the gate of heaven, was there ; 

Angels and^ends on thee had fix'd their eyes. 

At midnight, in a moment, open stood 

Th' eternal doors to give thy spirit room ; 
At mom the earth had drunk thy guiltless blood, 

— ^But where on earth may now be found thy tomb f 
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At rest beneath the ever-shifling sand. 

This thine unsculptured epitaph remain, 
Till the last trump shall summon sea and land, 

** To me to live was Christ ; to die was gain,"* 

And must with thee thy slain companions lie, 
Unmoum'd, unsung, forgotten where they fell ? 

Oh ! for the spirit and power of prophecy. 

Their life, their deaths the fruits of both to tell ! 

They took the cross, they bore it, they lay down 

Beneath it, woke, and found that cross their crown. 

O'er their lost relics, oii the spot where guilt 
Slew sleeping innocence, and hid the crime, 

A church of Christ, amidst the desert built. 
May gather converts till the end of time. 

And there, with them, their kindred, diist to dust. 

Await *he resurrection of the just. 



A MIDNIGHT THOUGHT. 

In a land of strange delight. 
My transported spirit stray'd ; 

I awake where all is night. 
Silence, solitude, and shade. 

Is the dream of Nature flown ? 

Is the universe destroy'd, 
Man extinct, and I alone 

Breathing through the formless void ? 

No : — ^my soul, in God rejoice ! 

Through the gloom his light I see, 
In the silence hear his voice. 

And his hand is over me. 

When I slumber in the tomb. 
He will guard my resting-phce : 

Fearless in the day of doom 
May I stand before his face' 
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THE PEAK MOUNTAINS : 

IN TWO PARTS. 

WBITTBN JLT BUZTOIT, UT AUaUST, 1812. 

It may be umAiI to renfttk, that the TCeoery in the neighbourhood of Biixtoii» 
when rarveyed from any of the earroandlni eminences, eoneieti chiflSy of 
nunerone and nalced biUe, of which many are yet unendoaed, and tlM reet 
poorly cultiTated; the whole district, except in the immediate preeinetB ofihe 
Hatha and the ▼illage of Ftirfield, being miserably bare of both troea aad houses. 

PART I. 

Health on these open hills I seek. 
By these delicious springs, in vain ; 

The rose on this deserted cheek 
ShaU never hloom again ; 

For youth is fled ; — and less hy time 
Than sorrow torn away, 

The pride, the strength of manhood's prime, 

. Falls to decay. 

Restless and fluttering to expire. 

Life's vapour sheds a cold dim ligbt. 
Frail as the evanescent fire 

Amidst the murky night, 
That tempts the traveller from a£ur 

To follow, o'er the heath. 
Its haleful and hewildering star 

To snares of death. 

A dreary torpor numbs my brain ; 

Now shivering pale, — now flushM with heat ; 
Hurried, then slow, from vein to vein 

Unequal pulses beat ; 
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Ctuick palpitations heave my heart, 

Anon it seems to sink ; 
Alarm'd at sudden sounds I start. 

From shadows shrink. 

Bear me, my failing limbs ! Oh, bear 

A melancholy sufferer forth. 
To breathe abroad the mountain air 

Fresh from the vigorous north ; 
To view the prospect, waste and wild, ' 

Tempestuous or serene. 
Still dear to me, as to the child 

The mother's mien. 

Ah ! who can look pn Nature's face, 

And feel unholy passions inove ? 
Her forms of majesty and grace 

I cannot choose but love : 
Her frowns or smiles my woes disarm. 

Care and repining cease ; 
Her terrors awe, her beauties charm 

My thoughts to peaces 

Already through mine inmost soul, 

A deep tranquillity I feel. 
O'er every nerve, with mild control. 

Her consolations steal ; 
This fever'd frame and fretful mind, 

Jarring midst doubts and fears. 
Are soothed to harmony : — ^I find 

Delight in tears. 

I quit the path, and track with toil 

The mountains' unfrequented maze ; 
Deep moss and heather clothe the soil. 

And many a springlet plays. 
That welling from its secret source 

Down rugged dells is tost. 
Or spreads tlurough rushy fens its course. 

Silently lost. - 
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The flocks and herds, that freely lange 

These moorlands, turn a jealoos eye. 
As if the form of roan were strange* 

To watch me stealing by ; 
The heifer stands aloof to gaze. 

The colt comes boldly on : — 
I pause^ — ^he shakes his forelock, neighs, 

Starts, and is gone. 

I seek the valley : — all alone 

I seem in this sequestered place ; 
Not so ; I meet, unseen, yet known. 

My Maker face to face ; 
My heart perceives his presence nigh. 

And hears his voice proclaim, 
While bright his glory passes by. 

His noblest name. 

LOVE is that name,— for GOD is LOVE ; 

— ^Here, where unbuilt by mortal hands. 
Mountains below and heaven above. 

His awful temple stands, 
I worship : — " Lord ! though I am dust 

And ashes in thy sight. 
Be thou my strength ; in Thee I trust : 

Be thou my light." 

PART II. 

Emeboing from the cavern'd glen. 

From steep to steep I slowly climb, 
And far above the haunts of men, 

I tread in air sublime : 
Beneath my path the swallows sweep ; 

Yet higher craggs impend, 
And wild flowers from the fissures peep. 

And rills descend. 

Now on the ridges bare and bleak, 

Cool round my temples sighs the gale ; 
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Ye winds ! that wander o'er the Peak ; 

Ye mountain-spirits ! hail ! 
Angels of health ! to man below 

Ye bring celestial airs ; 
Bear back to Him, from whom ye blow, 

Our praise and prayers. 

Here, like the eagle from his nest, 

I take my proud and dizzy stand ; 
Here, from the cUflTs sublimest crest, 

Look down upon the land : 
Oh ! for the eagle's eye to gaze 

Undazzled through this Ught ! 
Oh ! for the eagle's wings to raise 

O'er all my flight. 

The sun in glory walks the sky. 

White fleecy clouds are floating round. 
Whose shapes along the landscape. fly, 

— ^Here, chequering o'er the ground ; 
There, down the glens the shadows sweep. 

With changing lights between ; 
Yonder they climb the upland steep, 

Shifting the scene. 

Above, beneath, immensely spread. 

Valleys and hoary rocks I view. 
Heights over heights exalt their head. 

Of many a sombre hue ; 
No waving woods their flanks adorn, 

No hedge-rows, gay with trees. 
Encircle fields, where floods of corn 

Roll to the breeze. 

My soul this vast horizon fiUs, 

Within whose undulat^ Une 
Thick stand the multitude of hills. 

And clear the waters shine ; 
Gray mossy walls the slopes ascend; 

While roads, that tire the eye, 
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Upward their winding course extend, 
And touch the sky. 

With rude diversity of form, 

The insulated mountains tower ; 
— Oft o'er these clifis the transient storm 

And partial darkness lower, 
While yonder summits far away 

Shine sweetly through the gloom, 
Like glimpses of eternal day 

Beyond the tomb. 

Hither, of old, the Almighty came ; 

Clouds were his car, his steeds the wind : 
Before Him went devouring flame. 

And thunder roll'd behind ; 
At his approach the mountains reel'd 

Like vessels to and fro ; 
Earth, heaving like a sea, reveal'd 

The gulfs below. 

Borne through the wilderness in wrath. 

He seem'd in power alone a God ; 
But blessings foUow'd in his path. 

For Mercy seized his rod ; 
She smote the rock, — and as He pass'd. 

Forth gush'd a Hving stream ; 
The fire, the earthquake, and the blast 

Fled as a dream. 

Behold the everlasting hills. 

In that convulsion scatter'd round ; 
Hark ! from their caves the issuing rills 

With sweetest music soimd ; 
Ye lame and impotent ! draw near ; 

With healing On her wing. 
The cherub Mercy watches here 

Her ancient spring. 



TO ANNE AND JANE. 



TO ANN AND JANE: 

TERSBS VnilTTEM ON A BLANK LEAF IN THE SMALL VOLUME i 

HYMNS FOR INFANT MINDS. 

When the shades of night retire 
From the morn*s advancing beams. 
Ere the hills are tipt with fire, 
And the radiance lights the streams, 
Lo, the lark begins her song, 
Early on the wing, and long. 

Summon'd by the signal notes. 
Soon her sisters quit the lawn. 
With their wildly warbling throats, 
Soaring in the dappled dawn ; 
Brighter, warmer spread the rays. 
Louder, sweeter swell their lays. 

Nestlings, in their grassy beds. 
Hearkening to the joyful sound. 
Heavenward point their little heads. 
Lowly twittering from the ground, * 
Ere their wings are fledged to fly. 
To the chorus in the sky. 

Thus, fair Minstrels, while ye sing. 
Teaching infant minds to raise 
To the universal King 
Humble hymns of prayer and praiscji 
O may all who hear your voice 
Look, and listen, and rejoice ! 

Faltering like the skylark's young. 
While your numbers they record. 
Soon may every heart and tongue 
Learn to magnify the Lord ; 
And your strains divinely sweet. 
Unborn millions thus repeat. 
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Minstrels ! what reward is due 
For this labour of your love? 
— ^Through eternity may You, 
In the Paradise above, 
Round the dear Redeemer's feet, 
All your infant readers meet ! 



TRANSMIGRATIONS. 

$ A HAIL-STONE, ffom the cloud set free. 

Shot, slanting coastward, o'er the sea, 

And thus, as eastern tales relate. 

Lamented its untimely fate : 

'' Last moment bom, condemn'd in this^ 

The nca?/ absorpt in yon abyss ; 
7 'Twere better ne'er tojaaow the light, 
1 Than see and perish at first sight." 
7 — ^An oyster heard, and as it fell. 

Welcomed the outcast to her shell. 

Where meekly suffering that ** sea-change,' 
7 It grew to " something rich and strange," 

And thence became the brightest gem 

That decks the Sultan's diadem, 

Turn'd from a particle of ice' 

Into a pearl of priceless price. 

— ^Thus can the power that rules o'er all 

Exalt the humble by their fall. 
I A dewKirop, in the flush of mom. 

Sparkled upon a blossom'd thom. 

Reflecting from its mirror pure 

The sun himself in miniature. 

Dancing for gladness on the spray, 
'^ It miss'd its hold, and slid away ; 

A lark, just mounting up to sing. 

Caught the frail trembler on its wing. 
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But, borne aloft through gathering clouds, 

Left it entangled with their shrouds : 
7 Lost, and for ever lost, it seemed. 

When suddenly the sun forth gleam'd. 

And round the showery vapours threw 
7 A rainbow, — where our drop of dew 

Midst the prismatic hues of heaven 
*? Outshone the beams of all the seven. 
''When virtue falls, 'tis not to die. 

But be translated to the sky. 
A babe into existence came, 

A feeble, helpless, suffering frame ; 
> It breathed on earth a little while, 

Then vanish'd, like a tear, a smile, 
h That springs and falls, — that peers and parts, 
7 The grief, the joy of loving hearts ; 

The grave received the body dead 
'> Where all that live must find their bed. 
i Sank then the soul to dust and gloom. 

Worms and corruption in the tomb ? 
7 No, — ^midst the rainbow round the throne. 

Caught up to paradise, it shone,. 
"^ And yet shall shine, until the day 
"7 When heaven and earth must pass away, 
^ And those that sleep in Jesus here. 

With him in glory shall appear. 
^Then shall that soul and body meet ; 

And when his jewels are complete, 

-Midst countless millions, form a gem 

In the Redeemer's diadem, 
' Wherewith as thorns his brows once bound, 
7 He for his sufferings shall be crown'd ; 

Raised from the ignominious tree 

To the right-hand of Majesty, 

Head over all created things,* 
^ The Lord of lords, the King of kings. 
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CHATKERTON. 

OB reading tbe Venes entiUed '* Resignation,** written by Gliatteltoa» 
a few days before bia melancholy end. 

A DYING swan of Pindus sings 

In wildly mournful strains ; 
As Death's cold fingers snap the strings. 

His sufiering lyre complains. 

Soft as the mist of evening wends 

Along the shadowy vale ; 
Sad as in storms the moon ascends, 

And turns the darkness pale ; 

So soft the melting numbers flow 

From his harmonious lips ; 
So sad his wo-wan features show. 

Just fading in eclipse. 

The Bard, to dark despair resign'd, 

With his expiring art, 
Sings, midst the tempest of his mind. 

The shipwreck of his heart. 

If Hope still seem to linger nigh, 

And hover o'er his head, 
Her pinions are too weak to fly, 

Or Hope ere now had fled. 

Ra&h Minstrel ! who can hear thy songs, 

Nor long to share thy fire ? 
Who read thine errors and thy wrongs, 

Nor execrate the lyre ? 

The lyre, that sunk thee to the grave, 
When bursting into bloom, 
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That lyre the power to Genius gave 
To blossom in the tomb. 

Yes ; — till his memory fail with years, 

Shall Time thy strains recite ; ' 
And while thy story swells his tears, 

Thy song shall charm his flight. 
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A DAUGHTER (C. M.) TO IJER MOTHER, 

ON HER BIRTH-DAY, NOVEMBER 25, 1811. 

This the day to me most dear 
In the changes of the year ; . 
Spring, the fields and woods adorning. 
Spring may boast a gayer morning ; 
Summer noon, with brighter beams. 
Gild the mountains and the streams ; 
Autumn, through the twilight vale. 
Breathe a more delicious gale : 
Yet though stern November reigns 
Wild and wintry o'er the plains. 
Never does the morning rise 
Half so welcome to mine eyes ; 
Noontide glories never shed 
Rays so beauteous round my head ; 
Never looks the evening scene 
So enchantingly serene. 
As on this returning day. 
When, in spirit rapt away, 
Joys and sorrows I have known. 
In the years for ever flown. 
Wake at every sound and sight. 
Reminiscence of delight : 
All around me, all above. 
Witnessing a Mother's low 
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Love, that watchM my early years 
With conflicting hopes and fears ; 
Love, that through life's flowery May 
Led my childhood, prone to stray ; 
Love, that still directs my youth 
With the constancy of Truth, 
Heightens every bliss it shares. 
Softens and divides the cares. 
Smiles away my light distress, 
Weeps for joy, or tenderness : 
— ^May that love, to latest age. 
Cheer my*earthly pilgrimage ; 
May that love, o'er death victorious. 
Rise beyond the grave more glorious ; 
Souls, united here, would be 
One to aH eternity. 

When these eyes, from native night. 
First unfolded to the light. 
On what object, fair and new. 
Did they fix their fondest view ? 
On my Mother's smiling mien ; 
All the mother there was seen. 
When their weary lids would close. 
And she sang me to repose. 
Found I not the sweetest rest 
On my Mother's peaceful breast ? 
When my tongue from hers had caught 
Sounds to utter infant thought, 
Readiest then what accents came ? 
Those that meant my Mother's name. 
When my timid feet begun, 
Strapgely pleased, to stand or run, 
'Twas my Mother's voice and eye 
Most encouraged me to try. 
Safe to run, and strong to stand. 
Holding by her gentle hand. 

Time since then hath deeper made 
Lines, where youthful dimples play'd, 
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Yet to me my Mother's face 
Wears a more angelic grace ; 
And her tresses, thin and hoary, 
Are they not a crown^of glory ? 
— <]Jruel griefs have wrung that hieast, 
Once my Paradise of rest ; 
While in these I bear a part, 
Warmer grows my Mother's heart. 
Closer our affections twine. 
Mine with hers, and hers with mine. 
—Many a name, since hers I knew, 
Have I loved with honour due. 
But no name shall be more dear 
Than my Mother's to mine ear. 
— ^Many a hand that Friendship pUghted, 
Have I clasp'd with all delighted, 
But more faithful none can be 
Than my Mother's hand to me. 
Thus by every tie endear'd, 
Thus with filial reverence fear'd. 
Mother ! on this day 'tis meet 
That, with salutation sweet, 
I should wish you years of health, 
Worldly happiness and wealth. 
And when good old age is past. 
Heaven's eternal peace at last ! 
But with these I frame a vow 
For a double blessing now ; 
One, that richly shall combine 
Your fehcity with mine ; 
One, in which with soul and voice. 
Both together may rejoice ; 
Oh ! what shall that blessing be ? 
— ^Dearest Mother ! may you see 
All your prayers fulfUl'd for me ! 
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ON FINDING THE FEATHERS OF A LINNET 

8CATTBRED ON THE oioUND IN k S0LIT4RT WALK. 

These little relics, hapless bird ! 

That strew the lonely vale. 
With silent eloquence record 

Thy melancholy tale. 

Lake Autumn's leaves, that rustle round 

From every withering tree. 
These plumes, dishevell'd o'er the ground. 

Alone remain of thee. 

Some hovering kite's rapacious maw * 

Hath been thy timeless grave : 
No pitying eye thy murder saw. 

No friend appear'd to save. 

Heaven's thunder smite the guilty foe ! 

No : — spare the tyrant's breath. 
Till wintry winds, and famine slow, 

Avenge thy cruel death ! 

But every feather of thy wing 

Be quicken'd where it lies, 
And at the soft return of spring, 

A fragrant cowslip rise ! 

Few were thy day«, thy pleasures few. 

Simple and unconfined ; 
On sunbeams every moment flew. 

Nor left a care behind. 

In spring to build thy curious nest, 

And woo thy merry bride, 
Carol and fly, and sport and rest, 

Was all thy humble pride. 

Happy beyond the lot of kings. 
Thy bosom knew no smart. 
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Till the last pang, that tore the strings 
From thy dissever'd heart. 

When late to secret griefs a prey 

I wander'd slowly here, 
Wild from the copse an artless lay. 

Like magic, won mine ear. 

Perhaps *twas thy last evening song, 

That exquisitely stole 
In sweetest melody along. 

And harmonized my soul. 

Now, hlithe musician ! now no more. 

Thy meUow pipe resounds. 
But jarring drums at distance roar, 

And yonder howl the hounds : 

The hounds that through the echoing wood 

The panting hare pursue ; 
The drums, that wake the cry of hlood. 

The voice of Glory too ! 

Here at my feet thy frail remains, 

Unwept, unburied, lie, 
Like victims on embattled plains. 

Forsaken where they die. 

Yet could the muse whose strains reheanf 

Thine unregarded doom. 
Enshrine thee in immortal verse. 

Kings should not scorn thy tomb. 

Though brief as thine my tuneful date. 
When wandering near this spot. 

The sad memorials of thy fate 
Shall never be forgot. 

While doomM the lingering pangs to feel 

Of many a nameless fear, 
One truant sigh from these I'll steal. 

And drop one willing tear. 
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OCCASIONAL ODE 

FOR THl ANiriTIBflART OF THE ROYAL BR1TI8H BYVTEM OF 
EDUCATION, 
HELD AT freemason's HALL, MAT 16, 1812. 

The lion, o'er his wild domains, 

Rules with the terror of his eye ; 
The eagle of the rock maintains 

By force his empire in the sky ; 
The shark, the tyrant of the flood. 

Reigns through the deep with quenchless rage : 
Parent and young, unwean'd from blood. 

Are still the same from age to age. 

Of all that live, and move, and breathe, 

Man only rises o*er his birth ; 
He looks above, around, beneath, 

At once the heir of heaven and earth : 
Force, cunning, speed, which Nature gave 

The various tribes throughout her plan. 
Life to enjoy, from death to save, — 

These are the lowest powers of Man. 

From strength to strength he travels on : 

He leaves the lingering brute behind; 
And when a few short years are gone. 

He soars, a disembodied mind : 
Beyond the grave, his course sublime 

Destined through nobler paths to run, 
In his career the end of Time 

Is but Eternity begun. 

What guides him in his high pursuit, 

Opens, illumines, cheers his way. 
Discerns the immortal from the brute, 

God's image from the mould of clay ? 
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Tis knowledge : — ^Knowledge to the soul 
Is power, and liberty, and peace ; 

And while celestial ages roU, 
The joys of Knowledge shall increase. 

Hail ! to the glorious plan, that spread 

The bghtwith universal beams, 
And through the human desert led 

Truth's living, pure, perpetual streams, 
—Behold a new creation rise. 

New spirit breathed into the clod, 
Where'er the voice of Wisdom cries, 

" Man, know thyself, and fear thy God." 



DEPARTED DAYS : 

A RHAPSODY. 



WRITTEN ON YISITINa FULNECK, IN YORKSHIRE, WHERE THX AUTHOR 
WAS EDUCATED, IN THB SPRING OF 1806. 

Days of my childhood, hail ! 
Whose gentle spirits wandering here, 
Down in the visionary vale. 
Before mine eyes appear. 
Benignly pensive, beautifully pale ; 
O days for ever fled, for ever dear. 
Days of my childhood, hail ! 

Joys of my early hours ! 

The swallows on the wing, 

The bees among the flowers, 

The butterflies of spring. 

Light as their lovely moments flew, 
Were not more gay, more innocent than you : 

And fugitive as they. 

Like butterflies in spring. 

Like bees among the flowers. 

Like swallows on the wing. 
How swift, how soon ye passM away, 

Joys of my early hours ! 
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The loud Atlantic oceaji, 

On Scotland's rugged breast, 
* Rocks, with harmonious motion. 

His weary waves to rest. 

And gleaming round her emerald isles. 

In all the pomp of sunset smiles. 

On that romantic shore 

My parents haiPd their first-bom boy : 

A mother's pangs. my mother bore, 

My &ther felt a father's joy : 

My father, mother, — ^parents now no more : 

Bene&th the Lion-Star they sleep. 

Beyond the western deep, 
And when the sun's noon-glory crests the waves. 
He shines without a shadow on their graves. 

Sweet seas, and smiling shores ! 
' When no tomado-demon roars, 

Resembting that celestial clime 

Where, with the spirits of the blest. 

Beyond the hurricanes of Time, 

From all their toils my parents rest ; 

Their skies, eternally serene. 

Diffuse ambrosial balm 

Through sylvan isles for ever green. 

O'er seas for ever calm ; 
While saints and angels, kindling in his rays. 
On the full glory of the Godhead gaze, 
And taste and prove, in that transporting sight, 
Joy without sorrow, without darkness light. 

Light without darkness, without sorrow joy, 
On earth are all unknown lo man ; 
Here, while I roved, a heedless boy. 
Here, while through paths of peace I ran. 
My feet were vex'd with puny snares, 
My bosom stung with insect-cares : 
But ah ! what light and little things 
Are childhood's woes ! — they break no rest ; 
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Like d^w-drops on the skylark's wings. 
While slumbering in his grassy nest, 
Gone in a moment when he springs 
To meet the mom with open breast. 
As o'er the eastern hills her banners glow. 
And veil'd in mist the valley sleeps below. 

Like him on these delightful plains, 
I taught, with fearless voice. 
The echoing woods to sound my strains. 
The mountains to rejoice, 
Hail ! to the trees beneath whose shade. 
Rapt into worlds unseen I stray'd ; 
Hail ! to the stream that purPd along 
In hoarse accordance to my song ; 
My song that pour'd uncensured lays. 
Tuned to a dying Saviour's praise. 
In numbers simple, wild, and sweet, 
As were the flowers beneath my feet;— 
Those flowers are dead. 
Those numbers fled, 
Yet o'er my secret thought. 
From cold Oblivion's silent gloom. 
Their music to mine ear is brought. 
Like voices from the tomb. 
And yet in this untainted breast 
No baleful passion bum'd, 
Ambition had not banish'd rest. 
Nor hope had earthward tum'd ; 
Proud Reason still in shadow lay, 
And in my firmament alone, 
Forerunner of the day. 
The dazzhng star of wonder shone, 
By whose enchanting ray 
Creation open'd on my earliest view. 
And all was beautiful, for all was new. 

Too soon my mind's awakening powers 
Made the light slumbers flee, 



MISCEIXANEOUS POEMS. 



Then yaniBh'd with the golden houn» 

The morning dieams of Infancy ; 
Sweet were those slumbeis, dear those dreams to me; 
And yet to mournful memory lingering here. 
Sweet are those slumbers, and those dreams are dear : 
For hither, from my native clime, 
The hand that leads Orion forth, 
And wheels Arcturus round the north. 
Brought me, in Life's exulting prime : 
— ^Blest be that hand! — Whether it shed 
Mercies or judgments on my head, 
Extend the sceptre or exalt the rod,-* 
Blest be that hand !— It is the hand of GOD.« 
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What is the world ! — ^A wildering maze, 
Where sin hath track'd ten thousand ways, 

Her victims to ensnare ; 
AJl broad, and winding, and aslope. 
All tempting with perfidious hope, . 

All ending in despair. 

Millions of pilgrims throng those roads, 
Bearing their baubles, or their loads, 

Down to eternal night ; 
—One humble path, that never bends. 
Narrow, and rough, and steep, ascends 

From darkness into light. 

Is there a Guide to show that path ? 
The Bible : — ^He alone, who hath 

The Bible, need not stray : 
Yet he who hath, and will not give 
That heavenly Guide to all that live, 

Flimself shall lose the way. 
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THE WILD ROSE: 

ON PLUCKING ONE LATE IN THE MONTH OF OCTOBBS. 

Thou last pale promise of the waning year. 

Poor sickly Rose ! what dost thou here ? 

Why, frail flower ! so late a comer, 

Hast thou slept away the sonmier ? 

Since now, in Autumn's sullen reign, 

When ev'ry hreeze 

Unrobes the trees, 

And strews their annual garments on the plain, 

Awaking from repose. 

Thy fairy lids unclose. 

Feeble, evanescent flower. 
Smile away thy sunless hour ; 
Every daisy, in my walk. 
Scorns thee from its humbler stalk : 
Nothing but thy form discloses 
Thy descent from royal roses : 
How thine ancestors would blush 
To behold thee on their bush, 
I>rooping thy dejected head 
Where their bolder blossoms spread ; 
Withering in the frosty gale. 
Where their fragrance fiU*d the vale* 

Last and meanest of thy race. 
Void of beauty, colour, gmce^ 
No bee delighted sips 
Ambrosia from thy lips ; 
No spangling dew-drops gem 
Thy flne elastic stem ; 
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No liying lustre glistens o'er thy bloom. 

Thy sprigs no verdant leaves adorn, 

Thy bosom breathes no exquisite perfume ; 

But pale thy countenance as snow, 

While, unconcealM below. 

All naked glares the threatening thorn. 

Around thy bell, o'er mildew'd leaves. 
His ample web a spider weaves; 
A wily ruffian, gaunt and grim. 
His labyrinthine toils he spreads 
Pensile and light ; — ^their glossy threads 
Bestrew'd with many a wing and limb ; 
Even in thy chalice he prepares 
His deadly poison and delusive snares. 

While I pause, a vagrant fly 
Giddihr comes buzzing by ; 
Round and round, on viewless wings, 
Lo ! the insect wheels and sings : 
Closely couch'd, the fiend discovers, . 
Sets him with his sevenfold eyes. 
And,* while o'er the verge he hovers. 
Seems to fascinate his prize, 
As the snake's magnetic glare 
Charms the flitting tribes of air, . 
Till the dire enchantment draws 
Destined victims to his jaws. 
Now midst kindred corses mangled. 
On his feet alights the fly ; 
Ah ! he feels himself entangled. 
Hark ! he pours^ a piteous cry. 
Swift as Death's own arrows dart. 
On his prey the spider springs, 
Wounds his side, — ^with dexterous art 
Winds the web about his wings ; 
duick as he came, recoiling then. 
The villain vanishes into his den. 
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The desperate fly perceives too late 
The haistemng crisis of his fate ; 
Disaster crowds upon disaster. 
And every struggle to get free 
Snaps the hopes of liberty, 
And draws the knots of bondage faster. 

Again the spider glides along the line ; 
Hold, murderer ! hold ; — the game is mine« 
—Captive ! unwam'd by danger, go. 
Frolic awhile in light and air ; 
Thy fate 'tis easy to foreshow. 

Preserved to perish in a safer snare ! 

Spider ! thy worthless life I spare ; 

Advice on thee 'twere vain to spend, 

Thy wicked ways thou wilt not mendi-— 

Then haste thee, spoiler, mend thy net ; 

Wiser than I 

Must be yon fly. 

If he escapes thy trammels yet ; 

Most eagerly the trap is sought 

In which a fool has once been caught* 

And thou, poor Rose ! whose livid leaves expand* 
Cold to the sun, untempting to the hand. 
Bloom unadmired, — uninjured die ; 

Thine aspect, squalid and forlorn, | 

Insures thy peaceful, dull decay ; 

Hadst thou with blushes hid thy thorn, | 

Grown " sweet to sense and lovely to the eye," 
I might have pluck'd thy flower, ! 

Worn it an hour, 

" Then cast it like a loathscnne weed away.*'* 
, iw. 

• Otway'fl Orphan. 
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THE TIME-PIECE. 

Who is He^ so swiftly flying. 
His career no eye can see ? 

Who are 7^ey, so early dying* 
From their birth they cease to be ? 

Time : — ^behold his pictured face ! 

Moments :— can you count their race ? 

Though, with aspect deep-dissembling, 
Here he feigns unconscious sleep. 

Round and round this circle trembling. 
Day axid night his symbols creep, 

While unseen, through earth and sky, 

His unwearying pinions fly. 

Hark"! what petty pulses, beating. 
Spring new moments into light ; 

Every pulse, its stroke repeating, 
Sends its moment back to night ; 

Yet not one of all the train 

Comes uncall'd, or flits in vain. 

In the highest realms of glory. 
Spirits trace, before the throne. 

On eternal scrolls, the story 
Of each little moment flown ; 

Every deed, and word, and thought. 

Through the whole creation wrought. 

Were the volume of a minute 
Thus to mortal sight unrollM, 

More of sin and sorrow in it. 
More of man, might we behold. 

Than on History's broadest page, 

In the relics of an age. 

Who could bear the revelation T 
Who abide the sudden test ? 
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— ^With instinctive consternation, 

Hands would cover every breast, 
Loudest tongues at once be hush'd. 
Pride in all its writhings crush'd. 

Who, with leer malign exploring. 
On his neighbour's shame durst look ? 

Would not each, intensely poring 
On that record in the book, 

Which his inmost soul reveal'd. 

Wish its leaves for ever seal'd ? 

Seal'd they are for years, and ages, 
Till, — the earth's last circuit run. 

Empire changed through all its stages. 
Risen and set the latest sun, — 

On the sea and on the land 

Shall a midnight angel stand :— 

Stand ; — and, while th' abysses tremble. 
Swear that Time shall be no more : 

Cluick and Dead shall then assemble, 
Men and Demons range before 

That tremendous judgment-seat, 

Where both worlds at issue meet. 

Time himself, with all his legions, 

Bays^ Months^ Fears^ since Nature's birth. 

Shall revive, — and from all regions. 
Singling out the sons of earth. 

With their glory or disgrace. 

Charge their spenders face to face. 

Every moment of my being 

Then shall pass before mine eyes : 

— God, all-searching ! God, all-seeing ! 
Oh ! appease them, ere they rise : 

Wam'd I fly, I fly to thee ; 

God, be merciful to me ! 

JU9erfO0^ 1816. 



imOELLAHBOim P0BM8. 



A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

A Mother's Love,— how svroet the naois '\ 

What is a Mother's Icnre ? 
— ^A noble, pure, and tender flame, 

Enkindled from above. 
To bless a heart of earthly mould ; 
The warmest love that can grow cold 

This is a Mother's Love. 

To bring a helpless babe to light, 

Then, while it lies forlorn. 
To gaze upon that dearest sight, 

And feel herself new-bom, 
In its existence lose her own. 
And live and breathe in it alone ; 

This is a Mother's Love. 

Its weakness in her arms to bear; 

To cherish on her breast. 
Feed it from Love's own fountain there, 

And luU it there to rest ; 
Then, while it slumbers, watch its breath. 
As if to guard from instant death ; 

This is a Mother's Love. 

To mark its growth from day to day, 

Its opening charms admire. 
Catch from its eye the earliest ray 

Of intellectud fire ; 
To smile and listen while it talks. 
And lend a&iger when it walks ; 

This is a Mother's Love. 

And can a Mother's Love grow cold ? 

Can she forget her boy ? 
His pleading innocence behold, 

Nor weep for grief — ^for joy ? 



A Mother may forget her <:hildy 
While wolves devour it on the wild ; 
Is this a Mother's Love ? 

Ten thousand voices answer " No !" 

Ye clasp your babes and kiss ; 
Your bosoms yearn, your eyes o'erfiow ; 

Yet, ah ! remember this, — 
The infant, rear'd alone for earth. 
May live, may die, — to curse his birth ; 

Is this a Mother's Love ? 

A parent's heart may prove a snare ; 

The child she loves so well, . 
Her hand may lead, with gentlest care, 

Down the smooth road to hell ; 
Nourish its frame,— destroy its mind : 
Thus do the blind mislead the' blind. 

Even with a Mother's Love. 

Blest infant ! whom his mother taught 

Early to seek the Lord, 
And pour'd upon his dawning thought 

The day-spring of the word ; 
This was the lesson to her son, 
— Time is Eternity begun « 

Behold that Mother's Love.* 

Blest Mother I who, in wisdom's path 

By her own parent trod, 
Thus taught her son to flee the wrath. 

And know the fear, of God : 
Ah, youth ! like him enjoy your prime ; 
Begin Eternity in time, 

Taught by that Mother's Love. 

Tliat Mother's Love ! — ^how sweet the name ! 

What was that Mother's Love ? 
— ^The noblest, purest, tendereiSt flame, 

That Idndleis from above, 

♦ 2 Tim. 1.5; HI. 14, 15. 
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Within a heart of earthy mould. 
As much of heaven as heart can hold, 
Nor through eternity grows cold : 
TTiis was that Mother's Love. 



THE VISIBLE CREATION. 

The God of Nature and of Grace 

In all his works appears ; 
His goodness through the earth we trace, 

His grandeur in the spheres. 

Behold this fair and fertile globe, 

By Him in wisdom plann'd ; 
'Twas He who girded, like a robe. 

The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye, 

Thither his path pursue ; 
His gbry, boundless as the slcy, 

O'erwhelms the wondering view. 

He bows the heavens — the mountains stand 

A highway for their God ; 
He wa&s amidst the desert land, 

— ^'Tis Eden where He trod. 

The forests in His strength rejoice ; 

Hark ! on the evening breeze. 
As once of old, the Lord God's voice 

Is heard among the trees. 

Here on the hills He feeds his herds. 

His flocks on yonder plains : 
His praise is warbled by the birds ; 

— Oh ! could we catch their strains ! 

— ^Mount with the lark, and bear our song 
Up to the gates of light, 
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Or with the nightingale prolong 
Oar numbers through the night ! 

In every stream his bounty flows. 

Diffusing joy and wealth ; 
In every breeze his spirit blows, 

— ^The breath of life and health. 

His blessings fall in plenteous showers 

Upon the lap of earth, 
That teems with foliage, fruit, and flowers. 

And rings with in&nt mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair. 
Where sin and death abound, 

How beautiful beyond compare 
Will Paradise be found ! 
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Where are ye with whom in life I started. 
Dear companions of my golden days ? 

Ye are dead, estranged from me, or parted, 
— ^Flown, like morning clouds, a thousand ways* 

Where art thou, in youth my &iend and brother. 
Yea, in soul my friend and brother still ? 

Heaven received thee, and on earth none other 
Can the void in my lorn bosom fill. 

Where is she, whose looks were bve and gladness T 
— ^Love and gladness I no longer see ! 

She is gone ; and, since that hour of sadness, 
Nature seems her sepulchre to me. 

Where am I ? — ^life's current faintly flowing. 
Brings the welcome warning of release ; 

Struck with death, ah ! whither am I going ? 
All is well, — my spirit parts in peace. 
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THE BEIGN OF SPRINa^. 

Who loves not Spring's voluptnons hours. 
The carnival of birds and flowers ? 
Yet who would choose, however dear, 
That Bptkkg should revel all the year ? ' • 
—Who loves not Summer's splendid reign. 
The bridal of the earth and main t 
Yet who would thoose, however bright, 
A Dog-day noon without a night ? 
—Who loves not Autumn's joyous round. 
When corn, and wine, and oil abound ? 
Yet who would choose, however gay^ 
A year of unrenew'd decay ? 
— ^Who loves not Winter's awful form T 
The sphere-bom music of the stoim ? 
Yet who would choose, how grand soever, 
The shortesf'dftytoiast forever f 

'Twas in that age renown'd, remote, 
When all was true that Esop wrote ; 
And in that land of fair Ideal, 
Where ail that poets dream is real ; 
Upori a day ofannual state. 
The Seasons met in high debate. 
There Uush'd young Spring in maiden pridey 
BUthe Summer look'd a gorgeous bride. 
Staid Autumn moved with matron-grace, . 
And beldame Winter pursed her face. 
Dispute grew wild ; ail talk'd together ; 
The four at once made wondrous weather ; 
Nor one (whate'er the rest had shown) 
Heard any reason but her own ; 
While each (for nothing else was clear) 
Claimed the whole circle of the year. 

BfHring, in possession of the field, 
Compeird her sisters soon to yield : 
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They part,— resolved elsewhere to try 
A twelvemonth's empire of the sky ; 
And, calling off their airy legions. 
Alighted in adjacent regions. 
Spring o'er the eastern campaign smiled. 
Fell Winter ruled the northern wild, 
Summer pursued the sun's red car. 
But Autumn loved the twilight star. 

As Spring parades her new domain. 
Love, Beauty, Pleasure, hold her train ; 
Her footsteps wake the flowers heneath. 
That start, and hlush, and sweetly hreathe ; 
Her gales on nimhie pinions rove, 
And shake to foliage every grove ; 
Her voice, in dell and thicket heard. 
Cheers on the nest the mother-hird ; 
The ice-lock'd streams, as if they felt 
Her touch, to liquid diamond melt ; 
The lamhs around her hleat and play ; 
The serpent flings his slough away. 
And shines in orient colours dight, 
A flexile ray of living Hght. 
Nature unhinds her wintry shroud, 
(As the soft sunshine mehs the cloud,) 
With infant gambols sports along, 
Bounds into youth, and soars in song. 
The mom impearls her locks with dew. 
Noon spreads a sky of boundless blue. 
The rainbow spans the evening scene. 
The night is silent and serene. 
Save when her lonely minstrel wrings 
The heart with sweetness while he sings. 
— Who would not wish, unrivall'd here. 
That Spring might frolic all the year ? 

Three months are fled, and still she reigns. 
Exulting queen o'er hills and plains ; 
The birds renew their nuptial vow, 
Nestlings themselves are lovers now ; 
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Fresh InodLi mtk bending boagh raoeivM, 

Till featlmn fiur oatnumber leaTet; 

But kites in eixcles swim the air, 

And sadden music to despair. 

The stagnant peols» the quaking bogs. 

Teem, croak, and crawl with hordes of ftogs ; 

The matted woods, th' infected earth. 

Are Venomous with reptile*birth ; 

Armies of locusts doud the skies ; 

With beetles hornets, gnats with flies, 

Interminable warfiue wage. 

And madden heav^i with insect-rage. 

The flowers are wither'd ;•— eun nor dew 
Their fallen glories shall renew ; 
The flowers are wither'd; — germ nor seed 
Ripen in garden, wild, or mead : 
The corn-fields shoot :— their blades, alas J 
Run riot in luxuriant grass. 
The tainted flocks, the drooping kine, 
In famine of abundance pine, 
Where vegetation, sour, unsound, 
And loathsome, rots and rankles round ; 
Nature with nature seems at strife ; 
Nothing can live but monstrous life 
By death engender'd ;'-*food and breath 
Are tum'd to elements of death ; 
And where the soil his victims strew. 
Corruption quickens them anew. 

But ere the year was half expired. 
Spring saw her folly, and retired ; 
Yoked bieit light chariot to a breeze. 
And mounted to the Pleiades ; 
Content With them to rest or play 
Along the calm nocturnal way ; 
TtU, heaven's remaining circuit run. 
They meet the pale hybemal sun. 
And, gaily mingling in his blaze. 
Hail the true dawn of vernal days 
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THE REIGN OF SUMMER. 

The hurricanes are fled ; the rains, 
That plough'd the mountains, wreck'd the plains* 
Have pass'd away before the wind, 
And left a wilderness behind, 
As if an ocean had been there 
Exhale^, and left its channels bare. 
But, with a new and sudden birth. 
Nature replenishes the earth ; 
Plants, flowers, and shrubs, o'er all the land 
So promptly rise, so thickly sta^d. 
As if they heard a voice, — and came. 
Each at the calling of its name. 
The tree, by tempests stript and r^nt. 
Expands its verdure hke a tent. 
Beneath who^e shade, in weary length, 
Th' enormous lion rests his strength, 
'For blood, in dreams of hunting, bums, 
Or, chased himself, to flight returns ; 
Qrowls in his sleep, a dreary sound. 
Grinds his wedged teeth, and spurns the ground 
While monkeys, in grotesque amaze, 
Down from their bending perches gaze, 
^ut when he lifts his eye of fire, 
Gtuick to the topmost boughs retire. 

Loud o'er the mountains bleat the. flocks ; 
The goat is bounding on the rocks ; 
Far in the valleys range the .herds; 
The welkin gleams with flitting birds, 
Whpse plumes such gorgeous tints adorn, 
They seem the ofispring of the mom. 
FrcHn nectar'd flowers and groves of spice. 
Earth breathes the air of Paradise ; 
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Her mines their hidden weahh betiay, 
.Treasures of darkness burst to day ; 
O'er golden sands the rivers glide, 
And pearls and amber track the tide. 
Of every sensual bliss possessM, 
Man riots here ; — ^but is he bless'd ? 
And would he choose, for ever bright; 
This Summer-day without a night ! 
For here hath Summer fix*d her throne. 
Intent to reign,— and reign alone. 

Daily the sun, in his career. 
Hotter and higher, climbs the sphere, 
Till from the zenith, in his rays. 
Without a cloud or shadow, blaze 
The realms beneath him : — ^in his march. 
On the blue key-stone of heaven's arch. 
He stands ; — air, earth, and ocean lie 
Within the presence of his eye. 
The wheel of Nature seems to rest, 
Nor rolls him onward to the west. 
Till thrice three days of noon unchanged. 
That torrid clime have so deranged. 
Nine years may not the wrong repair ; 
But Sunmier checks the ravage there ; 
Yet still enjoins the sun to steer 
By the stem Dog-star round the year, 
With dire extremes of day and night, 
Tartarean gloom, celestial light. 

In vain the gaudy season shines. 
Her beauty fades, her power declines ; 
Then first her bosom felt a care ; 
«-No healing breeze embalm'd the air. 
No mist the mountain-tops bedew'd. 
Nor shower the arid vale renew'd ; 
The herbage shrunk; the ploughman's toil 
Scatter'd to dust the crumbling soil ; 
Blossoms were shed ; th' umbrageous wood, 
Laden with sapless foliage, stood : 
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The stjQ^^iiis, impcnr^nthM day by day. 

Lessen'^ insensibly away ; 

Whexe cattle sought, with piteous moans. 

The vanishM lymph, midst burning stones. 

And tufb of wither'd reeds, that fill 

The wonted channel of the rill ; 

Till, stung with hornets, mad with thirst. 

In sudden rout, away they burst, 

Nor rest, till where some channel deep. 

Gleams in small pools, whose waters sleep ;. 

There with huge draught and eager eye 

Drink for existence,— drink and die ! 

But direr evils socm arose. 

Hopeless, *unmitigable woes ; 

Man proves the shock ; through ail his veins 

The frenzy of the season reigns ; 

With pride, lust, rage, ambition blind. 

He bums in every fire of mind. 

Which kindles from insane desire. 

Or fellest hatred can inspire ; 

Reckless whatever ill befiiU, 

He dares to do and suffer all 

That heart can think, that arm can deal, 

Or out of hell a fury feel. 

There stood in that romantic clime 
A mountain awfully sublime ; 
O'er many a league the basement spieadt 
It towered in many an airy head, 
Ileight over height, — ^now gay, now wild, 
The peak with ice eternal piled ; 
Pure in mid-heaven, that crystal cone 
A diadem of glory shone. 
Reflecting, in the night-fall*n sky. 
The beams of day's departed eye ; 
Or holding, ere the dawn begun. 
Communion with th' unrisen sun. 
The cuhured sides were clothed with woods, 
Vineyards, and fields; or track'd with floods* 
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Whose gkcier fountains, hid on high. 
Sent down their Hirers from the sky. 
O'er plains, that mark'd its gradual scale. 
On sunny slope, in sheltered vale. 
Earth's universal tenant, — ^He, 
Who lives wherever life may he. 
Sole, social, fix'd, or free to roam, 
Always and everywhere at home, 
Man pitch'd his tents, adorn'd his howers. 
Built temples, palaces, and towers. 
And made that Alpine world his own, 
-—The miniature of every zone. 
From hrown savannas parch'd helow. 
To ridges of cerulean Snow. ^ 

Those high-lands fonn'd a last retreat 
From rahid Summer's fatal heat : 
Though not unfelt her fervours there, 
Vernal and cool the middle air ; 
While from the icy pyramid 
Streams of unfailing freshness slid. 
That long had slaked the thirsty land. 
Till avarice, with insatiate hand. 
Their currents check'd ; in sunless caves, 
Aiid rock-bound dells, engulf 'd the waves, 
And thence in scanty measures doled, 
Or tum'd heaven's bounty into gold. 
Ere long the dwellers on the plain 
Murmur'd ; — their murmurs were in vain ; 
Petition'd, — but their prayers were spum'd ; 
Threaten'd,— defiance was retum'd ; 
Then rang both regions with alarms ; 
Blood-kindling trumpets blew to arms ; 
The maddening drum and deafening fife 
Marshall'd the elements of strife : 
Sternly the mountaineers maintain 
Their rights against th' insurgent plain ; 
The plain's indignant m3nriads rose 
To wrest the mountain from their foes, 
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Resolved its blessings to enjoy 
By dint of valour, — or destroy. 

The legions met in war-anay ; 
The mountaineers brook'd no delay ; 
Aside their missile weapons threw, 
From holds impregnable withdrew, 
And, rashly brave, with sword and shield, 
Rush'd headlong to the open field. 
Their foes th' auspicious omen took. 
And raised a battle-shout that shook 
The campaign ; — stanch and keen for blood. 
Front threatening front, the columns stood ; 
But, while like thunder-clouds they frown. 
In tropic haste the sun went down ; 
Night o'er both armies stretch'd her tent, 
The star-bespangled firmament. 
Whose placid host, revolving slow. 
Smile on th' impatient hordes below. 
That chafe and fret the hours away. 
Curse the dull gloom, and long for day. 
Though destined by their own decree 
No other day nor night to see. 
— ^That night is past,Mhat day begun ; 
Swifl as he sunk ascends the sun, 
And from the red horizon springs 
Upward, as borne on eagle-wings : 
Aslant each army's lengthen'd lines. 
O'er shields and helms he proudly shines 
While spears, that catch his lightnings keen* 
Flash them athwart the space between. 
Before the battle-shock, when breath 
And pulse are still, — awaiting death ; 
In that cold pause, which seems to be 
The jfrelude to eternity. 
When fear, ere yet a blow is dealt, 
Betray'd by none, by all is felt ; 
While, moved beneath their feet, the tomb 
Widens her lap to make them room ; 
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-—Till, in the onset of the ftay, 
Fear» feeling, thought are cast away, 
And foaming, raging, mingling foes. 
Like biUows dash'd in conflict, close, 
Charge, strike, repel, wound, strug^^le, fly, 
Gloriously win, unconquer'd die : — 
Here, in dread silence, while they stand, 
E^ch with a death-stroke in his hand. 
His eye fix*d forward, and his ear 
Tingling the signal blast to hear ; 
The trumpet sounds ;-— one note,— no more ; 
The field, the fight, the war is o'er ; 
An earthquake rent the void between ; 
A moment show'd, and shut the scene ; 
Men, chariots, steeds,— of either host. 
The flower, the pride, the strength were lost : 
A solitude remains ; — the dead 
Are buried there, — ^the liring fled. 

Nor yet the reign of Summer closed ; 
— ^At night in their own homes reposed 
The fugitives, on either side. 
Who 'scaped the death their comrades died ; 
When, lo ! with many a giddy shock 
The mountain-cliffi began to rock. 
And deep below the hollow ground 
Ran a strange mystery of sound. 
As if, in chains and torments there. 
Spirits were venting their despair. 
That sound, those shocks, the sleepers woke ; 
In trembHng consternation, broke 
Forth from their dwellings, young and old ; 
—Nothing abroad their eyes behold 
But darkness so intensely wrought, 
'Twas blindness in themselves they thought. 
Anon, aloof, with sudden rays, 
Issued 80 fierce, so broad a blaze. 
That darkness started into light. 
And 'every eye, restored to sight. 
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Gazed on the glittering ciest of snows* 
Whence the bright conflftgiation rose* 
Whose flames ebndensed at once afipire, 
— ^A pillar of celestial fire, 
Alone amidst infernal shade, 
In glorious majesty display'd : 
Beneath, frcmi rifled cayems, broke 
Volmnes of suffocating smoke. 
That roll'd in surges, like^ flood. 
By the red radiance tum*d to blood ; 
Mom look'd aghast upon the scene. 
Nor could a sunbeam pierce between 
The panoply of vapours, spread 
Above, around the mountain's head. 

In distant fields, with drought consumed, 
Joy swell'd all hearts, all 6yes illumed. 
When from that peak, through lowering sides. 
Thick curling clouds were seen to rise. 
And hang o'er all the darkened plain. 
The presage of descending rain. 
Th' exulting cattle bound along. 
The tuneless birds attempt a song. 
The swain, amidst his sterile lands. 
With ontstretch'd arms of rapture stands. 
But, fraught with plague and curses, came 
Th' insidious progeny of fiame ; 
Ah ! then,— -for iertilizing showers. 
The pledge of herbage, fruits, and fiowere,-— 
Words cannot paint, how every eye 
(Blood-shot and dim with agony) 
Was glazed, as by a palsying spell. 
When light sulphureous ashes fell. 
Dazzling, and eddying to and fro, 
Like wildering sleet or feathery snow : 
Strewn with gray pumice Nature lies, 
At every motion quick to rise. 
Tainting with livid fiunes the air ; 
—Then hope lies down in prone despair, 
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And man and beast, with miaery duml^ 
Sullenly brood on woes to come. 

The mountain now, like living eaith. 
Pregnant with some stupendous birth, 
Heaved, in the anguish of its throes. 
Sheer from its crest th' incumbent snows ; 
And where of old they chill'd the sky, 
Beneath the sun's meridian eye. 
Or, purpling in the golden west, 
Appear'd his evening throne of rest. 
There, black and bottomless and wide, 
A cauldron, rent from side to side, 
Simmer'd and hiss'd with huge turmoil , 
Earth's disembowell'd minerals boil. 
And thence in molten torrents rush ; 
' —Water and fireTlike sisters, gush 

From the same source ; the double stream 
Meets, battles, and explodes in steam ; 
Then fire prevails ; and broad and deep 
Red lava Toars from steep to steep ; 
While rocks unseated, woods upriven. 
Are headlong down the current driven ; 
Columnar flames are wrapt aloof, 
In whirlwind forms, to heaven's high roof. 
And there, amidst transcendent gloom, 
Image the wrath beyond the. tomb. 

The mountaineers, in wild affiright. 
Too late for safety, urge their flight ; 
Women, made childless in the fray, 
Women, made mothers yesterday. 
The sick, the aged, and the blind ; 
— ^None but the dead are left behind. 
Painful their journey, toilsome, slow, 
Beneath their feet quick embers glow, 
And hurtle round in dreadful hail ; 
Their limbs, their hearts, their senses fidl 
While many a victim, by the way, 
Buried alive in ashes lay. 
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Or peiishM by the lightning's stroke. 

Before the slower thunder broke. 

A few the open field explore : 

The throng seek refuge on the shore. 

Between two burning rivers hemm'd, 

Whose rage nor mounds nor hollows stenun'd ; 

Driven like a herd of deer, they reach 

The lonely, dark, and silent beach. 

Where, calm as innocence in sleep, 

Elxpanded lies th' unconscious deep. 

Awhile the fugitives respire. 

And watch those cataracts of fire 

(That bar escape on either hand) 

Rush on the ocean from the strand ; 

Back from the onset roUs the tide. 

But instant clouds the conflict hide ; 

The lavas plunge to gulfs unknown. 

And, as they plunge, collapse to stone. 

Meanwhile the mad volcano grew 
Tenfold more terrible to view ; 
And thunders, such as shall be hurl'd 
At the death-sentence of the world ; 
And lightnings, such as shall consume 
Creation, and creation's tomb, 
Nor leave, amidst th' eternal void. 
One trembling atom undestroy'd ; 
Such thunders crash'd, such lightnings glared : 
—Another fate those outcasts shared, 
When, with one desolating sweep. 
An earthquake seem'd t' ingulf the deep. 
Then threw it back, and from its bed 
Hung a whole ocean overhead ; 
The victims shriek'd beneath the wave. 
And in a moment found one grave ; 
Down to th' abyss the flood retum'd,— 
Alone, unseen, the mountain bum'd. 
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INSTRUCTION. 

From heaven desceiuiU the diops of dew, 

FronoL heaven the giaciouB showen. 
Earth's winter-aspect to renew, 

And clothe the spring with flowezs ; 
From heaven the beams of moming flow, 

That melt the gloom of night ; 
From heaven the evening breezes blow, 

HealUi, fragrance, and delight. 

Like genial dew, like fertile showers. 

The words of wisdom fall. 
Awaken man's unconscious powers, 

Strength out of weakness call : 
Like moming beams they strike the mind. 

Its loveliness reveal ; 
And softer than the evening wind. 

The wounded spirit heal. 

As dew and rain, as light and air. 

From heaven instruction came. 
The waste of Nature to repair. 

Kindle a sacred flame ; 
A flame to purify the earth. 

Exalt her sons on high, 
And train them for their second birth, 

■7— Their birth beyond the sky. 

Albion ! on every human soul, 

By thee be knowledge shed, 
Far as the ocean-waters roll, 

Wide as the shores are spread : 



A monr m a stage-coach. sir 

Truth makes thy children free at home ; 

Oh ! that thy flag, unfurlM, 
Might shine, where'er thy children roam, 

Truth's Banner round the world. 



XMubii, 1813. 



A NIGHT IN A STAGE-COACH; 

BEING A MEDITATION ON THE WAY BETWEEN LONDON 
AND BRISTOL, 

SfiPTEMBER 23, 1815. 

I TRAVEL all the irksome night. 

By ways to me unknown ; 
I travel, like a bird in flight. 

Onward, and all alone. 

In vain I close my weary eyes, 

They will not, cannot sleep. 
But, like the watchers of the skies, 

Their twinkUng vigils keep. 

My thoughts are wandering wild and &r ; 

Prom earth to heaven they dart ; 
Now wing their flight from star to star. 

Now dive into my heart. 

Backward they roll the tide of time. 

And live through vanished years. 
Or hold their " colloquy sublime" 

With future hopes and fears ; 

Then passing joys and present woes 
Chase through my troubled mind, 

Repose still seeking, — ^but repose 
Not for a moment find. 
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So yonder lone and bvely moon 
Qleams on the clouds gone by, 

niuruines those around her noon, 
Yet westward points her eye. 

Nor wind nor flood her course delay, 
Through heaven I see her giide ; 

She never pauses on her way, 
She never turns aside. 

With anxious heart and throbbing brain. 
Strength, patience, spirits gone. 

Pulses of firoiin every vein. 
Thus, thus I journey on. 

But soft ! — ^in Nature's failing hour. 

Up springs a breeze, — ^I feel 
Its bahny breath, its cordial power, 

A power to soothe and heal. 

Lo ! gray, and gold, and crimson streaks 

The gorgeous east adom, 
' While o'er th' empurpled mountain breaks 

The glory of the mom. 

Insensibly the stars retire. 

Exhaled like drops of dew ; 
Now through an arch of living fire. 

The sun comes forth to view. 

The hills, the vales, the waters burp 

With his enkindling rays. 
No sooner touch'd than they return 

A tributary blaze. 

His quickening light on me descends. 

His cheering warmth I own ; 
Upward to him my spirit tends. 

But worships God al(Mie. 

Oh ! that on me, with beams benign. 
His countenance would turn : 



A NIGHT IN A STAGE-CaACH. m 

I too should then arise and shine, 
— ^Arise, and shine, and bum. 

Slowly I raise my languid head. 
Pain and soul-sickness cease ; 
'The phantoms of dismay are fled, 
And health returns, and peace. 

Where is the beauty of the scene. 

Which silent night displayed ? 
The clouds, the stars, the blue serene. 

The moving light and shade ? 

All gone ! — ^the moon, erewhile so bright^ . 

Veil'd with a dusky shroud. 
Seems, in the sun's overpowering light. 

The fragment of a cloud. 

At length, I reach my journey's end : 

Welcome that well-known face ! 
I meet a brother and a friend ; 

I find a resting-place. 

Just such a pilgrimage is life ; 

Hurried from stage to stage, 
Our wishes with our lot at strife, 

Through childhood to old age. 

The world is seldom what it seems :— 

To man, who dimly sees. 
Realities appear as dreams, 

And dreams realities. 

The Christian's years, though slow their flight. 

When ho is call'd away. 
Are but the watches of a night,. 

And Death the dawn of day. 
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INCOGNITA: 

ON YIEWINO THE PICTURE' OF AN UNKNOWN LAOT* 

WBITTKN AT LEAMINOTO/f , IN 1817. 

** Sbe wu a phantom of delight." Wobmwobth. 

Image of One, who lived of yore ! 

Hail to that lovely mien, 
Once quick and conscious, — ^now no more 
, ' On land or ocean seen ! 
Were all earth's breathing fonns to pass 
Before me in Agiippa's glass," 
Many as fair as Thou might be, 
But oh ! not one, — ^not one hke Thee. 

Thou art no Child of Fancy ;— Thou 

The very look dost wear. 
That gave enchantment to a brow, 

Wreathed with luxuriant hair ; 
Lips of the morn embathed in dew. 
And eyes of evening's starry blue ; 
Of all who e'er enjoyed the sun. 
Thou art the image of but One, 

And who was she, in virgin prime. 

And May of womanhood, 
Whose roses here, unpluck'd by Time, 

In shadowy tints have ^ood ; 
While many a winter's withering blast 
Hath o'er the dark cold chamber pass'd, 
In which her once-resplendent fotm 
Slumber'd to dust beneath the storm? 

Of gentle blood ; — ^upon her birth 

Consenting planets smiled, 
And she had seen those days of mirth 

That frolic round the child ; 
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To bridal bloom her strength had sprung, 
Behold her beautiful and young I 
Lives there a record, which hath told 
That she was wedded, widow'd, old ? 

How long her date, 'twere vain to guess : 

The pencil's cunning art 
Can but a single glance express, 

One motion of the heart ; 
A smile, a blush, — a transient grace 
Of air, and attitude, and face ; 
One passion's changing colour mix. 
One moment's flight for ages fix. 

Her joys and griefs alike in vain 

Would fancy here recall ; 
Her throbs of ecstasy or pain 

Lull'd in oblivion aU ; 
With her, methinks, life's little, hour 
Pass'd like the fragrance of a flower. 
That leaves upon the vernal wind 
Sweetness we ne'er again may find. 

Where dwelt she ? — Ask yon aged tree, 
Whose boughs embower the lawn. 

Whether the birds' wild minstrelsy 
Awoke her here at dawn ? 

Whether beneath its youthfiil shade, 

At noon, in infancy she played ? 

— ^If from the oak no answer come. 

Of her all oracles are dumb. 

The Dead are Uke the stars by day ; 

— Withdrawn from mortal eye. 
But not extinct, they hold their way 

In glory through the sky : 
Spirits, from bondage thus set free, 
Vanish amidst immensity. 
Where human thought, Uke human sight, 
Fails to pursue their trackless flight. 
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Somewhere witbin created space, 

Could I explore that round, 
In bliss, or wo, there is a place 

Where she might still be found; 
And oh ! unless those eyes deceire, 
I may, I must, I will believe. 
That she, whose charms so meekly gbw, 
h what she only seem'd below ; — 

An angel in that glorious reahn 

Where Gon himself is King: 
— ^But awe and fear, that overwhebn 

Presumption, check my wing ; 
Nor dare imagination look 
Upon the symbols of that book. 
Wherein eternity enrols 
The judgments on departed souls. 

Of Her of whom these pictured lines 

A feint resemUance form ; 
— Fair as the second rainbow slnnes 

Aloof amid the storm ; 
Of Her, this '* shadow of a shade," 
like its original, must fade. 
And She, forgotten when unseen. 
Shall be IMS if she ne'er had been. 

Ah ! then, perchance, this dreaming strain, 

Of all that e'er I sung, 
A lorn memorial may remain, 

When silent lies my tongue ; 
When shot the meteor of my fame, 
Lost the Vain echo of my name. 
This leaf, this fallen leaf, may be 
The only trace of her and me. 

With One who lived of old, my song 

In lowly cadence rose ; 
To One who is unborn, belong 

The accents of its close : 



WINTER-LIGHTNING. ^ 

Ag^s to come, with courteous ear, 
Some youth my warning voice may hear ; 
And voices from the dead should he 
The warnings of eternity. 

When these weak lines thy presence greet, 

Reader ! if I am hlessM, 
Again, as spirits, may we meet 

In glory and in rest ! 
If not, — and / have lost my way, 
Here part we, — ^go not 7%ow astray : 
No tomh, no verse my story tell ; 
Once, and for ever. Fare Thee well ! 



WINTER-LIGHTNING. 

The flash at midnight ! — ^*twas a light 
That gave the hlind a moment's sight, 

Then sunk in tenfold gloom ; 
Loud, deep, and long the thunder broke. 
The deaf ear instantly awoke, 

Then closed as in the tomb : 
An angel might have pass'd my bed, 
Sounded the trump of God, and fled. 

So life appears ; — a sudden birth, 
A glance revealing heaven and earth. 

It is and it is not ! 
So fame the poet's hope deceives. 
Who sings for after-times, and leaves 

A name to be forgot : 
Life is a lightning-flash of breath, 
Fame but a thunder-clap at dealh. 



laii. 



MI8CELLAVE0US POEMS. 



THE LITTLE CLOUD. 

■mb la a eovBUy ezcunion among tlie woodi and rocki of WliaradiA and tha 
adjacant park and plaagnre gronnda of Woitlay Hall, tbe Mat of tha Riglit 
HoBoaraMa Lord Wharnclilfe, naar BhefBeld, on the 30th day of Jana, 1818 

The summer sun was in the west, 
Yet far above his evening rest ; 
A thousand clouds in air displayed 
Their floating isles of light and shade. 
The sky, like ocean's channels, seen 
In long meandering streaks between. 

Cultured and waste, the landscape lay. 
Woods, mountains, valleys stretch'd away, 
And throng'd th' immense horizon round, 
With heaven's eternal girdle bound ; 
From inland towns, eclipsed with smoke, 
Steeples in lonely grandeur broke ; 
Hapilets, and cottages, and streams. 
By glimpses caught the casual gleams. 
Or blazed in lustre broad and strong. 
Beyond the picturing powers of song : 
O'er all the eye enchanted ranged. 
While colours, forms, proportions changed. 
Or sunk in distance undefined, 
StiU as our devious course inclined, 
— ^And oft we paused, and look'd behind 

One little cloud, and only one, 
Seem'd the pure ofl&pring of the sun, 
Flung from his orb to show us here 
What clouds adorn his hemisphere ; 
Unmoved, unchanging, in the gale. 
That bore the rest o'er hill and dale. 
Whose shadowy shapes, with lights around. 
Like living motions, swept the ground. 
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This little cloud, and this alone, 
Long in the highest ether shone ; 
Gay as a warrior's banner spread, 
Its snnward margin ruby-red, 
Green, purple, gold, and every hue 
That ghtters in the morning dew. 
Or glows along the rainbow's form, 
— The apparition of the storm. 
Deep in its bosom, diamond-bright. 
Behind a fleece of pearly white, 
It seem'd a secret glory dwelt. 
Whose presence, while unseen, was felt ; 
Like Beauty's eye, in slumber hid 
Beneath a half-transparent lid. 
From whence a sound, a touch, a breath, 
Might startle it, — as Hfe from death. 

Looks, words, emotions of surprise, 
Welcomed the stranger to our eyes : 
Was it the phoenix, that from earth 
In flames of incense sprang to birth T 
Had ocean from his lap let fly 
His loYehest halcyon through the sky ? 
No : — ^while we gazed, the pageant grew 
A nobler object to our view ; 
We deem'd, if heaven with earth would hold 
Communion, as in days of old, 
Such, on his journey down the sphere, 
Benignant Raphael might appear, 
In splendid mystery conceal'd. 
Yet by his rich disguise reveal'd : 
— ^That buoyant vapour, in mid-air. 
An angel in its folds might bear. 
Who, through the curtain of his shrine, 
Betray'd his lineaments divine. 
The wild, the warm illusion stole. 
Like inspiration, o'er the soul, 
Till thought was rapture, language hung 
Silent but trembling on the tongue { 

26 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



And fancy almost hoped to hail 
The seraph rushing through his veil, 
Or hear an awful voice proclaim 
The embassy on which he came. 

But ah ! no minister of grace 
Show'd from the firmament his face, 
Nor, borne aloof on balanced wings, 
ReYeal*d unutterable things. 
The sun went down : — the vision pass*d ; 
The cloud was but a cloud at last ; 
Yet, when its brilliancy decay'd, 
The eye still linger'd on the sKade, 
And watching, till no longer seen, 
Loved it for what it once had been. 

That cloud was beautiful, — was one 
Among a thousand round the sun ; 
The thousand shared the common lot ; 
They came, — ^they went, — ^they were forgot ; 
This fairy-form alone impressed 
Its perfect image in my hreast, 
And shines as richly blazon'd there 
As in its element of air. 

The day on which that cloud appeared. 
Exhilarating scenes endear'd : 
— ^The sunshine on the hills, the floods ; 
The breeze, the twilight of the woods ; . 
Nature in every change of green. 
Heaven in unnumber'd aspects seen ; 
Health, spirits, exercise, release 
From noise and smoke ; twelve hours of peace ; 
No fears to haunt, no cares to vex ; 
Friends, young and old, of either sex ; 
Converse familiar, sportive, kind. 
Where heart meets heart, mind quickens mind. 
And words and thoughts are all at play. 
Lake children on a holiday ; 
— ^Till themes celestial rapt the soul 
In adoration oVr the pole, 
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Where stars are darkness in His sight, 

Who reigns invisible in light, 

High above all created things. 

The Lord of lords, the King of kings ! 

Faith, which could thus on wing sublime 

Outsoar the bounded flight of time ; 

Hope full of immortality. 

And God in all the eye could see ; 

— These, these endear' d that day to me. 

And made it, in a thousand ways, 

A day among a thousand days. 

That share with clouds the common lot ; 

They come, — they go, — ^they are forgot : 

This, hke that plaything of the sun, 

— ^The httle, lonely, lovely one. 

This Uves within me ; this shall be 

A part of my eternity. 

Amidst the cares, the toils, the strife. 
The weariness and waste of life, 
That day shall memory oft restore. 
And in a moment Uve it o'er, 
When, with a hghtning-flash of thought. 
Mom, noon, and eve at once arc brought 
(As through the vision of a trance) 
All in the compass of a glance. 

Oh ! should I reach a world above, 
And sometimes think of those I love. 
Of things on earth too dearly prized, 
(Nor yet by saints in heaven despised,) 
Though Spirits made perfect may lament 
Life's hoUer hours as half mis-spent, 
Methinks I could not turn away 
The fond remembrance of that day, 
The bright idea of that cloud, 
(Survivor of a countless crowd,) 
Without a pause, perhaps a sigh. 
To think such loveliness should die« 
And clouds and days of storm and gloom 
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Scowl on Man's passage to the toml^. 
— ^Not so : — I feel I hare a. heart 
Blessings to share, improve, impart. 
In blithe, severe, or pensive mood. 
At home, abroad, in solitude, 
Whatever clouds are on the wing. 
Whatever day the seasons bring. 
Tluit is true happiness below. 
Which conscieQce cannot turn to wo;' 
And though such happiness depends 
Neither on clouds, nor days, nor friends, 
When friends, and. days, and clouds unite, 
And kindred chords are tuned aright. 
The harmonies of heaven and earth. 
Through eye, ear, intellect, give birtji 
To joys too exquisite to last, . 
— And yet more exquisite when past ! 
When the soul summons by a spell 
The ghosts of pleasures round her cejl, 
In saintlier forms tjian^erst they wor^, 
And smiles benignor than before. 
Each loved, lamented scene renews. 
With warmer touches, tenderer hi;ies ; 
Recalls kind words for ever .flown, .^ 
But echoed in a soften'd tone ; 
Wakes, with new pulses in the breast. 
Feelings forgotten or at rest ; 
—The thought how fugitive and f^r, 
How dear and precious such things were ! 
That thought, with gladness ijaore refined, 
Deep and transporting, thrills the mind, 
Than all those pleasures of an hour. 
When most the soul, confessed their power. 

Bliss in possession will not last ; 
Remember'd joys are never past ; 
At once the fountain, stream, and sea. 
They were,— they are, — ^they yet shall be. 
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ABDALLAH AND SABAT.* 

From West Arabia to Bochara came 

A noble youth, Abdallah was his name ; 

Who joumey'd through the various East to find 

New forms of man, in feature, habit, mind ; 

Where Tartar-hordes through nature's pastures run, 

A race of Centaurs, — horse arid rider one ; 

Where the soft Persian maid the breath inhales 

Of love-sick roses, woo'd by nightingales ; 

Where India's grim array of idols seem 

The rabble-phantoms of a maniac's dream : 

— Himself the flowery path of trespass trod, 

Which the false Prophet deck'd to lure from God. 

But He, who changed, into the faith of Paul, 

The slaughter-breathing enmity of Saul, 

Vouchsafed to meet Abdallah by the way : 

No miracle of hght eclipsed the day ; 

No vision from the eternal world, nor sound 

Of awe and wonder smote him to the ground ; 

All mild and cahn, with power till then unknown, 

The gospel-glory through his darkness shone ; 

A still small whisper, only heard within, 

Convinced the trembling penitent of sin ; 

And Jesus, whom the Infidel abhorr'd, 

The Convert now invoked, and call'd him Lord. 

Escaping from the lewd Impostor's snare. 

As flits a bird released through boundless air. 

And, soaring up the pure blue ether, sings, 

—So rose his Spirit on exulting wings. 

But love, joy, peace, the Christian's bhss below, 

Are deeply mingled in a cup of wo. 



• 8m Buchanan's "Christian Researches in India," for the maityidom of 
Abdallah, and the converiion and labours of Sabat. 
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Which lume can pass : — ^he, counting all things loss 
For his Redeemer, gladly bore the cross : 
Soon called, with life, to lay that burden down, 
In the first fight he won the Martyr's crown. 
Abdallah's friend was Sabat ;— one of those 
Whom love estranged transforms to bitterest foes : 
From persecution to that friend he fied ; 
But Sabat pour'd reproaches on his head, 
Spum'd like a leprous plague the prostrate youth, 
And hated him as falsehood hates the truth ; 
Yet first with sophistry and menace tried 
To turn him from " the faithful word'* aside ; 
All failing, old esteem to rancour tum'd. 
With Mahomet's own reckless rage he bum'd. 
A thousand hideous thoughts like fiends, possessed 
The Pandemonium of the Bigot's breast, 
Whose fires, enkindled fran the infernal lake, 
Abdallah's veins, unsluiced, alone could slake. 

The victim, dragg'd to slaughter by his friend, 
Witness'd a good confession to the end. 
Bochara pour'd her people forth, to gaze 
Upon the direst scene the world displays. 
The blood of innocence by treason spilt. 
The reeking trimnph of deep-branded guilt : 
—Bochara pour'd her people forth, to eye 
The loveliest spectacle beneath the sky, 
The look. with which a Martyr yields his breath, 
—The resurrection of the soul in death. 
* Renounce the Nazarene !" the headsman cries. 
And flash'd the unstain'd falchion in his eyes : 
" No ! — ^be his name by heaven and earth adored !' 
He said, and gave his right hand to the sword. 
" Renounce EUm, who forsakes thee thus bereft ;'* 
He wept, but spake not, and resign'd his left. 
" Renounce Him now, who will not, cannot save :'* 
He kneel'd, like Stephen, look'd beyond the grave, 
And, while the dawn of heaven around him broke 
Bow'd his meek head to the dissevering stroke : 
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Out-cast on earth a mangled body lay ; 
A spirit enterM Paradise that day. 

But where is Sabat ? — Conscience-struck he stands, 
With eye of agony, and fast-lock'd hands. 
Abdallah, in the moment to depart, 
Had tam'd, and look'd the traitor through the heart : 
It smote him like a judgment from above, 
That gentle look of wrong'd, forgiving love ! 
Then hatred vanished ; suddenly repress'd 
Were the strange flames of passion in his breast ; 
Nought but the smouldering ashes of despair. 
Blackness of darkness, dekth of death, were there. 
Ere long, wild whirlwinds of remorse arise ; 
He flies, — ^from all except himself he flies, 
And a low voice for ever thrilling nearj 
The voice of blood which none but he can hear. 

He fled from guilt ; but guilt and he were one, 
A Spirit seeking rest and finding none ; 
Visions of horror haunted him by night. 
Yet darkness was less terrible than light ; 
From dreams of wo when startled nature broke, 
To woes that were not dreams the wretch awoke. 
Forlorn he ranged through India, till the Power, 
That met Abdallah in a happier hour, 
Arrested Sabat : through his soul he felt 
The word of truth ; his heart began to meh. 
And yielded slowly, as cold Winter yields 
When the warm Spring comes flushing o'er the fields ; 
Then first a tear of gladness swell'd his eye, 
Then first his bosom heaved a healthful sigh ; 
That bosom, parch'd as Afric's desert land ; 
That eye, a flint-stone in the burning sand. 
— ^Peace, pardon, hope, eternal joy, reveal'd, 
Humbled his heart : before the cross he kneePd, 
Look'd up to Him whom once he pierced, and bore 
The name of Christ which he blasphemed before. 
—Was Sabat then subdued by love or fear? 
And who shall vouch that he was not sincere ? 
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Now With a Convert's zeal his ardent mind 
GlowM for the common weal of all mankind ; 
Yet with intenser faith the Arahian prayed. 
When homeward thought thro' childhood's Eden stiay'd. 
— ^There, in the lap of Yemen's happiest vale. 
The shepherds' tents are waving to the gale ; 
The Patriarch of their tribe, his sire, he sees 
Beneath the shadow of ambrosial trees ; 
His Sisters, from the fountain in the rock, 
Pour the cool sparkling water to their flock ; 
His Brethren, rapt on steeds and camels, room 
O'er wild and mountain, all -the land their home : 
— ^Thither he bng'd to send that book, unseal'd. 
Whose words are life, whose leaves his wounds had heal'd ; 
That Ishmael, living by his sword and bow. 
Might thus again the God of Abraham know ; 
And Meccan pilgrims to Caaba's shrine. 
Like locusts marching in perpetual line. 
Might quit the broad, to choose the narrow path. 
That leads to glory, and reclaims from wrath. 
Fired with the hope to bless his native soil. 
Years roll'd unfelt, in consecrated toil. 
To mould the truths which holy writers teach 
In the loved accents of his mother's speech; 
While, like the sun, that always to the west 
Leads the bright day, his fervent spirit press'd, 
Thither a purer light from heaven to dart, 
— ^The only light that reaches to the heart ; 
Whose deserts blossom where its beams are shed, 
The blind behold them, and they raise the dead. 
Nor by Arabia were his labours bound, 
To Persian lips he taught " the joyful sound." • 
Would he had held unchanged that high career ! 
— But Sabat fell like lightning from his sphere : . 
Once with the morning stars God's works he sung. 
Anon a Serpent, with envenom' d tongue, 
Like that apostate fiend who tempted Eve, 
Gifted with speech, — he spake but to deceive. 
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Let pity o*er his errors cast a veil ! 
Haste to the sequel of his tragic tale. 
Sabat became a vagabond oq earth ; 
—He chose the Sinner's way, the Scomer's mirth ; 
Now feign'd contrition with obdurate tears, 
Then wore a bravery that betray'd his fears ; 
With oaths and curses now his Lord denied, 
And strangled guilty shame with desperate pride ; 
While inly-rack'd, he proved what culprits feel, 
When conscience breaks remembrance on the whe^L 
At length an outlaw through the orient isles. 
Snared in the subtilty of his own wiles, 
. He perish'd in an unexpected hour, 
To glut the vengeance of barbarian power ; 
With sackcloth shrouded, to a miUstone bound, 
And in th' abysses of the ocean drown'd. 
-^3h ! what a plunge into the dark was there ! 
How ended life ? — ^In blasphemy, or prayer? 
The winds are fled that heard his parting cry. 
The waves that stifled it make no reply. 
When, at the resurrection of the Just, 
Earth shall yield back Abdallah from the dust, 
The sea, like rising clouds, give up its dead. 
Then from the deep shall Sabat lift his head. 
With waking millions round the judgment-seat, 
Once, and but once again, those twain shall meet, 
To part for ever,— -or to part no more : 
— ^But who th' eternal secret shall explore. 
When Justice seals the gates of heaven and hell T 
The tM, — that day, that day alone, will teU. 
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aUESTIONS AND ANSWERS. 

Flowers, wherefore do ye bloom ? 

— ^We strew thy pathway to the tomb. 

Stars, wherefore do ye rise ? 

— ^To light thy spirit to the skies. 

Fair Moon, why dost thou wane ? 

— ^That I may wax again. 

O Sun, what makes thy beams so bright ? 

—The Word that said,— "Let there be Ught." 

Planets, what guides you in your course ? 

— Unseen, unfelt, unfaiUng force. 

Nature, whence sprang thy glorious frame ? 

— ^My Maker call'd me, and I came. 

O Light, thy subtle essence who may know ? 

i — ^Ask not ; for all things but myself I show. 

What is yon arch which everywhere I see ? 

— The sign of omnipresent Deity. 

Where rests the horizon's all-embracing zone ? 

— ^Where earth, God's footstool, touches heaven, his throne. 

Ye clouds, what bring ye in your train ? 

— God's embassies, — storm,.lightning, hail, or rain. 

Winds, whence and whither do ye blow ? 

—Thou must be bom again to know. 

Bow in the cloud, what token dost thou bear ? 

— ^That Justice still cries " strike!^ and Mercy* "«par€." 

Dews of the morning, wherefore were ye given ? 

—To shine on earth, then rise to heaven. 

Rise, glitter, break ; yet, Bubble, tell me why ? 

^— To show the course of all beneath the sky. 

Stay, Meteor, stay thy falling iSre J 

—No, thus shall all the host of heaven expire. 

Ocean, what law thy chainless waves cojifined ? 

— ^That which in Reason's limits holds thy mind. 
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Time, whither dost thou flee ? 

— ^I travel to Eternity. 

Eternity, what art thou, — say ? 

— ^Time past, time present, time to come, — to-day. 

Ye Dead, where can your dwelling be ? 

— ^The house for all the hving : — come and see. 

O Life, what is thy breath? 

—A vapour lost in death. 

O Death, how ends thy strife ? 

— ^In everlasting life. 

O Grave, where is thy victory ? 

— ^Ask Hhn who rose again for me. 



THE ALPS: 

A REVERIE. 

Part I. Day, 



The mountains of this glorious land 

Are conscious beings to mine eye. 
When at the break of day they stand 

Like giants, looking through the sky, 
To hail the sun's unrisen car, 

That gilds their diadems of snow ; 
While one by one, as star by star, * 

Their peaks in ether glow. 

Their silent presence fills my soul. 

When, to the horizontal ray. 
The many-tinctured vapours roll 

In evanescent wreaths away. 
And leave them naked on the scene. 

The emblems of eternity. 
The same as they have ever been. 

And shall for ever be. 
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Yet through the vaDey while I lange. 

Their dUft, like images in dreams. 
Colour, and shape, and stalioQ change ; 

Here crags and cayeins, woods and streams. 
And seas of adamantine ice, 

With gardens, vineyards, fields embraced. 
Open a way to Paradise, 

Through all the splendid waste.' 

The goats are hanging on the rocks. 

Wide through their pastures roam the herds ; 
Peace on the uplands feeds her flocks. 

Till suddenly the king of birds 
Pouncing a lamb, they start for fear ; 

He bears his bleating prize on high ; 
The well-known plaint his nestlings hear. 

And raise a ravening cry. 

The sun in morning freshness shines ; 

At noon behold his orb o'ercast ; 
Hollow and dreary o'er the pines. 

Like distant ocean, moans the blast ; 
The mountains darken at the sound. 

Put on their armour, and anon. 
In panoply of clouds wrapt round. 

Their forms from sight are gone. 

Hark ! war in heaven ! — the battle-shout 

Of thunder rends the echoing air ; 
Lo ! war in heaven ! — ^thick-flashing out 

Through torrent-rains red lightnings glares 
As though the Alps, with mortal ire. 

At once a thousand voices raised. 
And with a thousand swords of fire. 

At once in conflict blazed. 
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Part IL Night 

Come, golden Evening, in the west 

Enthrone the storm-dispelling sun, 
And let the triple rainhow rest 

O'er all the mountain-tops : — 'tis done ; 
llie deluge ceases ; bold and bright 

The rainbow shoots from hill to hill ; 
Down sinks the sun ; on presses night f 

—Mont Blanc is lovely still. 

There take thy stand, my spirit ;— spread 

The world of shadows at thy feet ; 
And mark how calmly, overhead. 

The stars like saints in glory meet : 
While hid in solitude sublime, 

Methinks I muse on Nature's tomb, 
And hear the passing foot of Time 

gtep through the gloom. 

All in a moment, crash on crash. 

From precipice to precipice. 
An avalanche's ruins dash 

Down to the nethermost abyss; 
Invisible, the ear alone 

Follows the uproar till it dies ; 
Echo on echo, groan for groan. 

From deep to deep replies. 

Silence again the darkness seals, — 

Darkness that may be felt ; — ^but socm 
The silver-clouded east reveals 

The midnight spectre of the moon ; 
In half-eclipse she lifts her horn, 

Yet, o'ei the host of heaven supreme. 
Brings the faint semblance (^ a mom 

With her awakening beam. 
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Ha ! at her touch, these Alpine heights 

Unreal mockeries appear ; 
With blacker shadows, ghastlier lights. 

Enlarging as she climbs the sphere ; 
A crowd of apparitions pale ! 

I hold my breath in chill suspense, 
— They seem so exquisitely frail, — 

Lest they should vanish hence. 

I breathe again, I freely breathe ; 

L^e of Geneva ! thee I trace, 
Like Dian's crescent far beneath, 

And beautiful as Dianas face. . 
Pride of this land of liberty ! 

All that thy waves reflect I love ; 
Where heaven itself, brought down to thee, 

Looks fairer than above. 

Safe on thy banks again I stray. 

The trance of poesy is o'er. 
And I am here at dawn of day, 

Grazing on mountains as before ; ' 

For all the strange mutations wrought 

Were magic feats of my own mind ; 
Thus, in the fairyland of thought, 

Whate'er I seek I find. 

Yet, O ye everlasting hills ! 

Buildings of God not made with hands. 
Whose word performs whate'er He wills, 

Whose word, though ye shall perish, stands : 
Can there be eyes that look on you. 

Till tears of rapture made them dim. 
Nor in his works the Maker view. 

Then lose his works in Him 1 

By me, when I behold Him not, 
Or love Him not when I behold, 

Be all I ever knew forgot ; 

My pulse stand still, my heart grow cold ; 
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Transformed to ice, 'twixt earth and sky, 
On yonder cliff my form be seen, 

That all may ask, but none reply, 
What my offence hath been. 



THE BRffiAL AND THE BURIAL. 

<* Blessed is the bride whom the sun shines on ; 
Blessed ia the corpse which the rain rains on " 

I saw thee young and beautiful, 

I saw thee rich and gay, 

In the first blush of womanhood, 

Upon thy wedding-day : 

The church-bells rang. 

And the little children sang, — , 

" Flowers, flowers, kiss her feet ; 

Sweets to the sweet ; 

The winter's past, the rains are gone ; 

Blessed is the bride whom the sun shines on." 

I saw thee poor and desolate, 

I saw thee fade away. 

In broken-hearted widowhood, 

Before thy locks were gray ; 

The deathrbell rang, 

And the little children sang, — 

** Lilies, dress her winding-sheet ; 

Sweets to the sweet ; 

The summer's past, the sunshine gone ; 

Blessed is the corpse which the rain rains on.'' 

<< Blessed is the bride whom the sun shines on ; 
Blessed is the corpse which the rain rains on " 
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YOUTH RENEWED. 

Spking-flowebs, spring-birds, spring-breezes* 

Are felt, and heard, and seen ; 
Light trembling transport seizes 

My heart, — with sighs between ; 
These old enchantments fill the mind 
With scenes and seasons hi behind ; 
Childhood, its smiles and tears. 
Youth, with its flush oi years. 
Its morning clouds and dewy prime. 
More exquisitely touch'd by Time. 

Fancies again are springing. 

Like May-flowers in the vales ; 
While hopes, long lost, are singing, 

fVom thorns, like nightingales ; 
And kindly spirits stir my blood. 
Like vernal airs that curl Uie flood : 
There falls to manhood's lot 
A joy, which youth has not, 
A dream more beautiful than truth, 
— ^Returning Spring renewing Youth. 

Thus sweetly to surrender 

The present for the past ; 
In sprightly mood, yet tender. 

Life's burden down to cast, 
— ^This is to taste, from stage to stage, 
Youth on the lees refined by age : 
Like wine well kept and long. 
Heady, nor harsh, nor strong. 
With every annual cup, is quaflfd 
A richer, purer, mellower draught. 

Ba r rtvgtU, 1895. 
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THE DAISY IN INDIA. 

The simple history of these stanzas is the following. A friend of mine, a tcientiflc 
botanist, residing near Sheffiefid, had sent a package of sundry lunds of British 
seeds to the learned and venerable Doctor William Caret, one of tlie first 
Baptist Missionaries to India, where they liad established themselves in the 
small Danish settlement of Serampore, in the province of Bengal. Some of 
the seeds had been enclosed in a bag, containing a portion of their native 
earth. In March, 1821, a Ijetter of acknowledgment was received by his corres- 
pondent from the Doctor, who was himself well skilled in botany, and had a 
garden rich in plants, both tropical and European. In this enclosure, he was 
wont to spend an hour every morning, before he entered upon those labours 
and studies which have rendered his name illustrious both at home and abroad, 
as one of the most accomplished of oriental scholars, and a translator of the 
Holy Scriptures into many of the Hindoo languages. In the letter afore-men- 
tioned, which was shown to me, the good man says,—" That I might be sure 
not to lose any part of your valuable present, I shook the bag over a patch of 
earth in a shady place : on visiting which, a few days afterwards, I found 
springing up, to my inexpressible delight, a bellis perennis of our English 
pastures. I know not that I ever enjoyed, since leaving Europe, a simple 
pleasure so exquisite as the sight of this English Daisy afforded me ; not 
having seen one for upwards of thirty years, and never expecting to see one 
again." 

On the perusal of this passage, the following stanzas seemed to spring up almost 
spontaneously in my mind, as the ** little English Flower*' in the good Doctor's 
garden, whom I imagined to be thus addressing it on its pudden appearance. — 
With great care and attention he was able to perpetuate *'the Daisy in India," 
as an annual only, raised by seed from season to season. It may be olMerved 
that, amidst the luxuriance of tropical vegetation, there are comparatively 
few snudl plants, like the multifarious progeny of our native Flora. 

There is a beautiful coincidence between a fact and a fiction in this circum- 
stance. Among the many natural and striking expedients by which the inge- 
nious author ofRoMnson Crusoe contrives to supply his herd on the des^^te 
island with necessaries and comforts of life, not indigenous, we are informed, 
that Crusoe one day, long after his shipwreck and residence there, perceived 
some delicate blades of vegetation peeping forth, after the rains, on a patch of 
ground near his dwelling-place. Not knowing what they were, he watched 
their growth from day to day, till he ascertained, to his "inexpressible delight," 

' that they were plants of some kind of English corn. He then recollected 
luuring shaken out on that spot the dusty refuse of " a bag*' which had been 
used to hold grain for the fowls on shipboard. " With great care and atten- 
tion," he was enabled to preserve the precious stalks till the full corn ripened 
in the ear. He then reaped the first fruits of this spontaneous harvest, sowed 
them again, and, till his release from captivity there, ate bread in his lonely 
abode, 

" Placed far amid the melancholy main." 

Thrice welcome, little EDglish flower ! 
My mother-country's white and red, 
In rose or lily, till this hour, 
Never to me such beauty spread : 
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Tnmsplanted from thine island-bed, 
A treasure in a grain of earth. 
Strange as a spirit from the dead. 
Thine embryo sprang to birth. 

Thrice welcome, little English flower ! 
Whose tribes, beneath our natal skies, 
6hut close their leaves while yapours lower. 
But, when the sun's gay beams arise. 
With unabash'd but modest eyes, 
Follow his motion to the west, 
Nor cease to gaze till daylight dies. 
Then fold themselves to rest. 

Thrice welcome, little English flower ! 
To this resplendent hemisphere. 
Where Flora's giant o&pring tower 
In gorgeous liveries all the year : 
Thou, only thou, art Uttle here. 
Like worth unfriended and unknown. 
Yet to my British heart more dear 
Than all the torrid zone. 

Thrice welcome, little English flower ! 
Of early scenes beloved by me, 
While happy in my father's bower. 
Thou shalt the blithe memorial be ; 
The fairy sports of infancy, 
Youth's golden age, and manhood's prime. 
Home, country, kindred, friends, — ^with thoe, 
I find in this far clime. 

Thrice welcome, little English flower! 
I'll rear thee with a trembling hand : 
Oh, for the April sun and shower. 
The sweet May dews of that fair land, 
Where Daisies, thick as star-hght, stand 
In every walk ! — ^that here may shoot 
Thy scions, and thy buds expand, 
A hundred from one root. 
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Thrice welcome, little English flower ! 
To me the pledge of hope unseen : 
When sorrow would my soul o'erpower, 
For joys that were, or might have been, 
ril call to mind, how, fresh and green, 
I saw thee waking from the dust ; 
Then turn to heaven with brow serene. 
And place in God my trust. 
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How blest the Pilgrim, who in trouble 

Can lean upon a bosom-friend ; 

Strength, courage, hope with him redouble. 

When foes assail, or griefs impend ; 

Care flees before his footsteps, straying. 

At daybreak, o'er the purple heath ; 

He plucks the wild flowers round him playing, 

And binds their beauty in a wreath. 

More dear to him the fields and mountains. 
When with his friend abroad he roves, 
Rests in the shade near sunny fountains. 
Or talks by moonlight through the groves-: 
For him the vine expands its clusters. 
Spring wakes for him her woodland quire ; 
Yea, when the storm of winter blusters, 
'Tis sununer round his evening fire. 

In good old age serenely dying. 

When all he loved forsakes his view. 

Sweet is aflection's voice replying, 

" I follow soon," to his " Adieu !" 

Even then, though earthly ties are riven, 

The spirit's union will not end ; 

— ^Happy the man, whom Heaven hath given. 

In life and death, a faithful friend. 
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ROBERT BURNS. 

What bird, in beauty, flight, or soog, 

Con with the Bard compare, 
Who sang as sweet, and soar'd as strong. 

As ever child of air ? 

His plume, his note, his form, could Burns 
For whim or pleasure change ; 

He was not one, but all by turns, 
With transmigration strange. 

The Blackbird, oracle of spring. 

When flow'd his moral lay ; 
The Swallow wheeling on the wing. 

Capriciously at play : 

The Humming-bird,^ from bloom to bloom, 

Inhaling heavenly balm ; 
The Raven, in the tempest's gloom ; 

The Halcyon, in the cahn : 

In "auld Kirk Alloway," the Owl, 

' At witching time of night ; 
By "bonnie Doon," the earliest Fowl 
That caroll'd to the light. 

He was the Wren amidst the grove, 

When in his homely vein ; 
At Bannockbum the Bird of Jove, 

With thunder in his train : 

The Woodlark, in his mournful hours ; 

The Goldfinch, in his mirth ; 
The Thrush, a spendthrift of his powers. 

Enrapturing heaven and earth ; 

The Swan, in majesty and grace. 
Contemplative and still : 
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But roa8ed,«-*no Falcon, in the chase, 
Could like his satire kill. 

The Linnet in simplicity, 

In tenderness the Dove ; 
But more than all beside was he 

The Nightingale in love. 

Oh ! had he never stoop'd to shame, 

Nor lent a charm to vice. 
How had Devotion loved to name 

That Bird of Paradise! 

Peace to the dead ! — In Scotia's choir 

Of Minstrels great and small. 
He sprang from his spontaneous fire, 

The Phoenix of them aU. 
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THE STRANGER AND HIS FRIEND. 

** Ye have done it unto me.'*— JKitt. zzv. 40. 

A POOR wayfaring Man of grief 

Hath ofien cross'd me on my way, 
Who sued so humhly for relief, 

That I could never answer " Nay :" 
I had not power to ask his name. 
Whither he went, or whence he came, 
Yet was there something in his eye 
That won my love, I knew not why. 

Once, when my scanty meal was spread. 
He enter'd ; — not a word he spake ; — 
Just perishing for want of bread ; 

I gave him all ; he bless'd it, brake, 
And ate, — ^but gave me part again ; 
Mine was an Angel's portion then, 
For while I fed with eager haste. 
That crust was manna to my taste. 
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I spied him, where a fountain burst 

Clear from the rock ; his strength was gone ; 
The heedless water mock'd his thirst. 

He heard it, saw it hurrying on : / 

I ran to rai^e the sufferer up ; I 

Thrice from the stream he drain'd my cup, 
Dipt, and retum'd it ruifhing o'er ; 
I drank, and never thirsted more. 



•Twas night ; the floods were out ; it blew 

A winter hurricane aloof; 
I heard his voice abroad, and flew 

To bid him welcome to my roof; 
I warm'd, I clothed, I cheer'd my guest, 
Liaid him on my own couch to rest ; 
Then made the hearth my bed, and seem'd 
In Eden's garden while I dream'd. 

Stript, wounded, beaten, nigh to death, 
I found him by the highway-side : 

I roused his pulse, brought back his breathy 
Revived his spirit, and supplied 

Wine, oil, refreshment ; he was heal'd ; 

— ^I had myself a wound conceal'd ; 

But from that hour forgot the smart. 

And Peace bound up my broken heart. 

In prison I saw him next, condemn'd 
To meet a traitor's doom at mom ; 

The tide of Ijring tongues I stemm'd. 
And honour'd him midst shame and scorn : 

My friendship's utmost zeal to try, 

.He ask'd if I for him would die ; 

The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill. 

But the free spirit cried, " I will." 

Then in a moment to my view, 
The Stranger darted from disguise ; 

The tokens in his hands I knew. 
My Saviour stood before mine eyes : 
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He spake ; and my poor name He named ; 
*< Of me thou hast not been ashamed : 
These deeds shall thy memorial be ; 
Fear not, thou didst them unto Me." 

Semrhorougkf DtcmUr, 1896. 



FRIENDS. 

Friend after friend departs : 

Who hath not lost a friend ? 
There is no union here of hearts, 

That finds not here an end : 
Were this frail world our only rest, 
Living or dying, none were blest. 

Beyond the flight of Time, 

Beyond this vale of death. 
There surely is some blessed clime, 

Where life is not a breath, 
Nor life's aflections transient fire, 
Whose sparks fly upward to expire. 

There is a world above. 

Where parting is unknown ; 
A whole eternity of love,- 

Form'd for the good alone ; 
Aifd faith beholds the dying hero 
Translated to that happier sphere. 

Thus star by star declines, 

Till all are pass'd away. 
As morning high and higher shines 

To pure and perfect day ; 
Nor sink those stars in empty night, 
•—1 hey hide themselves in heaven's own light. 



ISM. 
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A THEME FOR A POET. 
1814. 

Written fm eontemplation of a Poem on the Evangelization of one of the moit 
degnUM tribea of beatheni. Tbii the Author some yeaxa afterward! attempt- 
ed, and partly executed, in *'Obbbhland/' in five cantoi, of which the follow- 
ing were the opening lines, but withdrawn, as inapplicable to the nnilnlahed 
worit when it was publiehed. 

Oive me a theme to grace an Angel'i tongue, 
A theme to which a lyre was never strung; 
Barbarian hordes, by Satan's craft entferall'd. 
Prom chains to freedom, guilt to glory call'd; 
Tlie deeds of men unfriended and unknown, 
Sent forth by Him who loves and saves his own, 
With tUthfol toil a barren land to bless. 
And feed his flocks amid the wilderness. 

TiMse lines were afterwards adopted as a motto to the second volume of tlm 
last edition of Grants's Greenland, including the history of the Missions of tho 
Moravian Brethren there, wtiich was begun in the year 1733. (See also tho 
notes to **GmBifLAiiD.") 

The arrow that shall lay me low. 

Was shot from Death's unerring how, 

The moment of my hreath ; 

And every footstep I proceed, 

It tracks me with increasing speed ; 

I tum,---it meets me, — ^Death 

Has given such-impulse to that dart, 

It points for ever at my heart. 

And soon of me it must be said, 

That I have lived, that I am dead ; 

Of all I leave behind, 

A few may weep a little while. 

Then bless my memory with a smile : 

What monument of mind 

Shall I bequeath to deathless Fame, 

Tftat after-times may love my name ? 



A TH£M£ FOR A PO£T. Ii9 

Let SoutHey song of war's alarms, 
The pride of battle, din of arms» 
The glory and the guilt,^— 
Of nations barb'rously enslaved. 
Of realms by patriot valour saved. 
Of blood insanely spilt, 
And millions sacrificed to fate, 
To make one little mortal great. 

Let Scott, in wilder strains, delight 

To chant the Lady and the Knight, 

The tournament, the chase. 

The wizard's deed without a name. 

Perils by ambush, flood, and flame ; 

Or picturesquely trace 

The Inlk that form a world on high. 

The lake that seems a downward sky. 

Let Byron, with untrembling hand. 
Impetuous foot, and fiery brand 
Lit at the flames of hell. 
Go down and search the human heart. 
Till fiends from every comer start, 
Their crimes and plagues to tell ; 
Then let him fling the torch away. 
And sun his soul in neaven's pure day. 

Let Wordsworth weave, in mystic rhyme 

Feelings inefliibly sublime. 

And sympathies unknown ; 

Yet so our yielding breasts enthral, 

His Genius shall possess us all. 

His thoughts become our own. 

And strangely pleased, we start to find 

Such hidden treasures in our mind. 

Let Campbell's sweeter numbers flow 
Through every change of joy and wo ; 
Hope's morning dreams display. 
The Pennsylvanian cottage wild, 
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The frenzy of O'Connor's child. 
Or Linden's dreadful day ; 
And still in each new fonn appear 
To every Muse and Grace more dear. 

Transcendent Masters of the lyre ! 
Not to your honours I aspire ; 
' Humhler yet higher views 
Have touch'd my spirit into flame : 
The pomp of fiction I disclaim ; 
Fair Truth ! be thou my muse ; 
Reveal in splendour deeds obscure, 
Abase the proud, exalt the poor. 

I sing the men who left their home. 
Amidst barbarian hordes to roam. 
Who land and ocean cross'd, 
Led by a load-star, mark'd on high 
By Faith's unseen, all-seeing eye, — 
To seek and save the lost ; 
Where'er the curse on Adam spread. 
To call his ofispring from the dead. 

Strong in the great Redeemer's name. 
They bore the cross, despised the shame ; 
And, like their Master here. 
Wrestled with danger, pain, distress. 
Hunger, and cold, and nakedness. 
And every form of fear ; 
To feel his love their only joy, 
To. tell that love their sole employ. 

O Thou, who wast in Bethlehem bom. 

The Man of sorrows and of scorn, 

Jesus, the sinners' Friend ! 

— O Thou, enthroned in filial right, 

Above all creature-power and might ; 

Whose kingdom shall extend, 

Till earth, like heaven, thy name shall fill« 

And men, like angels, do thy will : — 



NIGHT. 

Thou, whom I love, but cannot see. 
My Lord, my God ! look down on me ; 
My low affections raise ; 
The spirit of liberty impart. 
Enlarge my sou], inflame my heart. 
And, while I spread thy praise. 
Shine on my path, in mercy shine. 
Prosper my work, and make it thine. 



MIS. 



NIGHT. 

Night is the time for rest ; 

How sweet, when labours close. 
To gather round an aching breast 

The curtain of repose. 
Stretch the tired limbs, and lay the head 
Down on our own delightful bed ! 

Night is the time for dreams ; 

The gay romance of life, 
When truth that is, and truth that seems, 

Mix in fantastic strife : 
Ah I visions, less beguiling far 
Than waking dreams by dayhght are ! 

Night is the time for toil ; 

To plough the classic field. 
Intent to find the buried spoil 

Its wealthy furrows yield ; 
Till all is ours that sages taught. 
That poets sang, and heroes wrought. 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet with unseen tears 
Those graves of memory, where sleep 

The. joys of other years ; 
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Hopes, that weie Angels at their Inrth, 
Bat died when young, like things of earth. 

Night is the time to watch ; 

O'er ocean's dark expanse. 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 

The full mocm's earliest glance, 
That hrings into the home-sick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care ; 

Brooding on hours misspent. 
To see the spectre of Despair 

Come to our lonely tent ; 
Like Brutus, 'midst his slumbering host, 
Summon'd to die by Cesar's ghost. 

Night is the time to think ; 

When, from the eye, the soul 
Takes flight, and, on the utmost brink 

Of yonder starry pole, 
EKscems beyond the abyss of night 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

Night is the time to pray ; 

Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountains far away; 

So will his followers do. 
Steal from the throng to haunts untrod, 
And commune there alone with God. 

Night is the time for Death ; 

When all around is peace, 
Cahnly to yield the weary breath. 

From sin and suffering cease, 
Think of heaven's bliss, and give the sign 
To parting friends ; — such death be mine ! 

HarrotDgaUt September^ 18S1. 
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ASPIRATIONS OF YOUTH. 

Higher, higher will we climb 

Up the mount of glory, 
That our names may live through time 

In our country's story ; 
Happy, when her welfare calls, 
He who conquers, he who falls. 

Deeper, deeper let us toil 
In the mines of knowledge ; 

Nature's wealth and learning's spoil 
Win from school and college ; 

Delve we there for richer gems 

Than the stars of diadems. 

Onward, onward will we press 
Through the path of duty ; 

Virtue is true happiness, 
Excellence true beauty ; 

Minds are of supernal birth. 

Let us make a heaven of earth. 

Close and closer then we knit 
Hearts and hands together. 

Where our fire-side comforts sit 
In the wildest weather : 

Oh ! they wander wide, who roam, 

For the joys of life, from home. 

Nearer, nearer bands of love 

Draw our souls in union, 
To our Father's house above. 

To the saints' communion ; 
Thither every hope ascend, 
There may all our labours end. ♦ 
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A HERMITAGE. f 

Whose is this humble dweUing-place, 

The fiat turf-roof with fbwers o'ergrown ? 
Ah ! here the tenant's name I trace, 

MossHCover'd, on the threshold stone. 

Well, he has peace within, and rest. 

Though nought of all the world beside ; 
Yet, stranger, deem not him unblest, 

Who knows not avarice, lust, or pride. 

Nothing he asks, nothing he cares 

For all that tempts or troubles round ; | 

He craves no feast, no finery wears, ' 

Nor once o'ersteps his narrow bound. 

No need of light, though all be gloom, 

To cheer his eye, — ^that eye is blind ; | 

No need of fire in this small room. 

He recks not tempest, rain, or wind. 

No gay companions here ; no wife 

To gladden home with true-love smiles ; 
No children, — ^from the woes of life . 

To win him with their artless wiles. ] 

Nor joy, nor sorrow, enter here. 

Nor throblnng heart, nor aching limb ; 
No sun, no moon, no stars appear. 

And man and brute are nought to him. 

This dwelling is a hermit's cave, 

With space alone for one poor bed ; 
This dwelling is a mortal's grave, ' 

Its sole inhabitant is dead. 
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INSCRIPTION 

UNDER THE PICTURE OF AN AGED NEGRO WOMAN. 

Art thou a woman ? — so am I ; and all 
That woman can be, I have been, or am ; 
A daughter, sister, consort, mother, widow. 
Whiche'er of these thou art. Oh ! be the friend 
Of one who is what thou canst never be ! 
Look on thpeif, thy kindred, home, and country, 
Then fall upon thy knees, and cry " Thank God, 
An English woman cannot be a SLAVE !" 

Art thou a man ? — Oh ! I have known, have loved, 
And lost, all that to woman man can be ; 
A father, brother, husband, son, who shared 
My bliss in freedom, and my wo in bondage. 
—A childless widow now, a friendless slave, 
What shall I ask of thee, since I have nought 
To lose but life's sad burden : nought to gain 
But heaven's repose ? — these are beyond thy power ; 
Me thou canst neither wrong nor help ; — ^what then ? 
Go to the bosom of thy family. 
Gather thy little children round thy knees, 
Gaze on their innocence ; their clear, full eyes, 
All fix'd on thine ; and in their mother, mark 
The loveliest look that woman's face can wear, 
Her look of love, beholding them and thee : 
Then, at the altar of your household joys. 
Vow one by one, vow altogether, vow 
With heart and voice, eternal enmity 
Against oppression by your brethren's hands : 
Till man nor woman under Britain's laws. 
Nor son nor daughter bom within her empire, 
Shall buy, or sell, or hold, or be a slave. 

Searborovfk, December^ 1826. 
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THE ADVENTURE OF A STAR. 

ADDRESSED TO A TOUNO LADT. 

A Star would be a flower ; 

So down from heaven it came, 

And in a honeysuckle bower 

Lit up its little flame. 

There on a bank, beneath the shade, 

By sprays, and leaves, and blossoms made. 

It overlook'd the garden-ground, 

— ^A landscape stretching ten yards round ; 

Oh what a change of place 

From gazing through th' eternity of space ! 

Gay plants on every side ' 

Unclosed their lovely blooms. 

And scattered far and wide 

Their ravishing perfumes : 

The butterfly, the bee, 

And many an insect on the wing. 

Full of the spirit of the spring. 

Flew round and round in endless glee. 

Alighting here, ascending there. 

Ranging and revelling everywhere. 

Now all the flowers were up and drest 

In robes of rainbow-colour'd Ught ; 

The pale primroses look'd their best. 

Peonies blush'd with all their might ; 

Dutch tulips from their beds 

Flaunted their stately heads ; 

Auriculas, like belles and beaux, ~^ 

Glittering with birthnight splendour, rose; 

And polyanthuses display'd 

The brilliance of their gold brocade : 

Here hyacinths of heavenly blue 

Shook their rich tresses to the moni. 
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While rose-bads scarcely show'd their hue^ 

But coyly linger'd on the thorn, 

TiU their loved nightingale, who tarried long, 

Should wake them into beauty with his song. 

The violets were past their prime, 

Yet their departing breath 

Was sweeter, in the blast of death, 

Than all the lavish fragrance of the time. 

Amidst this gorgeous train. 

Our truant star shone forth in vain ; 

Though in a wreath of periwinkle. 

Through whose fine gloom it strove to twinkle. 

It seem'd no bigger to the view 

Than the light spangle in a drop of dew. 

— ^Astronomers may shake their polls, 

And tell me, — every orb that rolls 

Through heaven's sublime expanse 

Is sun or world, whose speed and size 

Confound the stretch of mortal eyes, 

In Nature's mystic dance : 

It may be so 

For aught I know, 

Or aught indeed that they can show ; 

Yet till they prove what they aver, 

From this plain truth I will not stir, 

— A star's a star ! — ^but when I think 

Of sun or world, the star I sink ; 

Wherefore in verse, at least in mine, 

Stars Hke themselves, in spite of fate, shall shine. 

Now to return (for we have wandered far) 

To what was nothing but a simple star ; 

— ^Where all was jollity around. 

No fellowship the stranger found. 

Those lowliest children of the earth. 

That never leave their mother's lap, 

Companions in their harmless mirth. 

Were smiling, blushing, dancing there. 

Feasting on dew, and light, and air, 
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And fearing no mishap. 

Save from the hand of lady fair, 

Who, on her wonted walk, 

Pluck'd one and then another, 

A sister or a brother. 

From its elastic stalk ; 

Happy, no doubt, for (me sharp pang to die 

On her sweet bosom, withering in her eye. 

Thus all day long that star's hard lot. 

While bliss and beauty ran to waste. 

Was but to witness on the spot 

Beauty and bliss it could not taste. 

At length the sim went down, and then 

Its faded glory came again ; 

With brighter, bolder, purer light. 

It kindled through the deepening night. 

Till the green bower, so dim by day, 

Glow'd like a fairy-palace with its beams ; 

In vain, for sleep on all the borders lay. 

The flowers were laughing in the land of dreams* 

Our star, in melancholy state, 

Still sigh'd to find itself alone. 

Neglected, cold, and desolate. 

Unknowing and unknown. 

Lifting at last an anxious eye. 

It saw that circlet empty in the sky 

Where it was wont to roll 

Within a hair-breadth oi the pole : 

In that same instant, sore amazed. 

On the strange blank all Nature gazed ; 

Travellers bewilder'd for their guide. 

In glens and forests lost their way ; 

And ships, on ocean's trackless tide. 

Went fearfully astray. 

The star, now wiser for its folly, knew 

Its duty, dignity, and bliss at home ; 

So up to heaven again it flew. 

Resolved no more to roam. 
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One hint the humble bard may send 

To her for whom these lines are penn'd : 

O may it be enough for her 

To shine in her own character ! 

O may she be content to grace, 

On earth, in heaven, her proper place ! 
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ON PLANTING A TULIP-ROOT. 

Here lies a bulb, the child of earth. 

Buried alive beneath the clod. 
Ere long to spring, by second birth, 

A new and nobler work of God. 

'Tis said that microscopic power 

Might through its swaddling folds descry 

The infant image of the flower. 
Too exquisite to meet the eye. 

This, vernal suns and rains will swell, 

Till from its dark abode it peep. 
Like Venus rising from her shell, 

Amidst the spring-tide of the deep. 

Two shapely leaves will first unfold. 

Then, on a smooth elastic stem, 
The verdant bud shall turn to gold. 

And open in a diadem. 

Not one of Flora's brilliant race 
A form more perfect can display ; 

Art could not feign more simple grace. 
Nor Nature take a line away. 

Yet, rich as mom of many a hue. 

When flushing clouds through darkness stii^ 
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The tulip's petab shine in dew, 
All beautiful,-— but none alike. 

Kings, on their bridal, might unrobe 
To lay their glories at its foot ; 

And queens their sceptre, crown, and fflobe. 
Exchange for blossom, stalk, and root. 

Here could I stand and moralize ; 

Liady, I leave that part to thee ; 
Be thy next birth in Paiadise, 

Thy life to come eternity ! 
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THE DROUGHT. 

WUTTEN Iff THE SXTJIXBR OF 1826. 
ffosea, il. 91, 23. 

What strange, what fearful thing hath come to pass? 

The ground is iron, and the heavens are brass ; 

Man on the withering harvests casts his eye, 

**Give me your fruits in season, or I die ;" 

The timely Fruits implore their parent Earth, 

" Where is thy strength to bring us forth to birth ?" 

The Earth, all prostrate, to the clouds complains, 

" Send to my heart your fertilizing rains ;" 

The Clouds invoke the Heavens, — " Collect, dispense 

Through us your quickening, healing influence ;" 

The Heavens to Him that made them raise their moan, 

" Command thy blessing, and it shall be done ;" 

The Lord is in his temple : — hush'd and still. 

The suppliant Universe awaits his will. 

He speaks ; and to the Clouds the Heavens dispense^ 
With lightning-speed, their genial influence ; 
The gathering, breaking Clouds pour down their rains, 
Earth drinks the bliss through all her eager veins ; 



THE DROUGHT. m 



From teeming furrows start the Fruits to birth, 
And shake their treasures on. the lap of Earth ; 
Man sees the harvests grow beneath his eye, 
Turns, and looks up with rapture to the sky ; 
All that have breath and being now rejoice ; 
All Nature's voices blend in one great voice, 
"Glory to God, who thus himself makes known !" 
— ^When shall all tongues confess Him God alone ? 

Lord ! as the rain comes down from Heayen.^the rain 
Which waters Earth, nor thence returns in vain. 
But makes the tree to bud, the grass to spring. 
And feeds and gladdens every living thing,— 
So may thy word, upon a world destroy'd. 
Come down in blessing, and return not void ; 
So may it come in universal showers. 
And fill Earth's dreariest wilderness with flowers, 
^With flowers of promise fill the world, within 
Man's heart, laid waste and desolate by sin ; 
Where ihoms and thistles curse the infested ground, 
Let the rich fruits of righteousness abound ; 
And trees of life, for ever fresh and green. 
Flourish where trees of death alone have been ; 
Let Truth look down from heaven, Hope soar above, 
Justice and Mercy Idss, Faith work by Love ; 
Nations new-bom their fathers' idols spurn; 
The Ransom'd of the Lord with songs return ; 
Heralds the year of Jubilee proclaim ; 
Bow every knee at the Redeemer's name ; 
O'er lands, with darkness, thraldom, guilt, o'erspread. 
In light, joy, freedom, be the Spirit shed ; 
Speak Thou the word : to Satan's power say, "Cease," 
But to a world of pardon'd sinners, " Peace." 
^— Thus in thy grace. Lord God, Thyself make known : 
Then shall all tongues confess Thee God alone. 
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THE FALLING LEAF. 

Were I a trembling leaf, 

On yonder stately tree, 
After a season gay and brief, 

Ccmdemn'd to fade and flee : 

I should be loth to fall 
Beside the common way, 

Weltering in mire, and spurn'd by all. 
Till trodden down to clay. 

Nor would I choose to die 

All on a bed of grass. 
Where thousands of my kindred he. 

And idly rot in mass. 

Nor would I like to spread 
My thin and withered face 

In hortua siccus, pale and dead, 
A mummy of my race. 

No, — on- the wings of air 

Might I be left to fly, 
I know not and I heed not where, 

A waif of earth and sky ! 

Or flung upon the stream, 

Curl'd Uke a fairy-boat, 
As through the cheoiges of a dream, 

To the world's end to float ! 

Who that hath ever been. 
Could bear to be no more ? 

Yet who would tread again the scene 
He trod through life before ? 

On, with intense desire, 
Man's spirit will move on : 

It seems to die, yet, like heaven's fire. 
It is not quench'd, but gone. 

MtOioth, 1882. 
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THOUGHTS AND IMAGES. 

** Come like shadows, so depart.*' Macbeth 

The Diamond, in its native bed. 
Hid like a buried star may lie. 
Where foot of man must never tread, 
Seen only by its Maker's eye : 
And though imbued with beams to grace 
His fairest work in woman's face. 
Darkling, its fire may fill the void. 
Where fix'd at first in solid night ; 
Nor, till the world shall be destroy'd. 
Sparkle one moment into light. 

The Plant, upspringing from the seed, 
Expands into a perfect flower ; 
The virgin-daughter of the mead, 
Wooed by the sun^ the wind, the shower : 
In loveliness beyond compare. 
It toils not, spins not, knows no care ; 
Train'd by the secret hand, that brings 
All beauty out of waste and rude, 
It blooms its season, dies, and flings 
Its germs abroad in solitude. 

Almighty skill, in ocean's caves. 
Lends the light Nautilus a form 
To tilt along the Atlantic waves. 
Fearless of rock, or shoal, or storm ; 
But, should a breath of danger sound, 
With sails quick-furl'd it dives profound. 
And far beneath the tempest's path, ■ 
In coral grots, defies the foe. 
That never brake, in heaviest wrath. 
The sabbath of the deep below. 
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Up from his dream, on twinkling wings, 
>The Sky-lark soars amid the dawn ; 
Yet, while in Paradise he sings. 
Looks down upon the quiet lawn. 
Where flutters, in his little nest, 
More love than music e'er express'd ; 
Then, though the Nightingale may thrilJ 
The soul with keener ecstasy. 
The merry bird of mom can fill 
All Nature's bosom with his glee. 

The Elephant, embowerM in woods. 
Coeval with their trees might seem, 
As though he drank from Indian floods 
Life in a renovating stream : 
Ages o*er him have come and fled ; 
Midst generations of the dead, 
His bulk survives to feed and range, 
Where ranged and fed of old his sires ; 
Nor knows advancement, lapse, or change. 
Beyond their walks, till he expires. 

Gem, flower, and flsh, the bird, the brute, 
Of every kind occult or known, 
(Each exquisitely form'd to suit 
Its humble lot, and that alone,) 
Through ocean, earth, and air fulfil. 
Unconsciously, their Maker's will. 
Who gave, without their toil or thought. 
Strength, beauty, instinct, courage, speed ; 
While through the whole his pleasure wrought 

Whate'er his wisdopi had decreed. 

• 

But Man, the master-piece of God, 
Man, in his Maker's image framed, — 
Though kindred to the valley's clod. 
Lord of this low creation named, — 
In naked helplessness appears,' 
Child of a thousand griefs and fears : 
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To labour, pain, and trouble bom^ 
Weapon, nor wing, nor sleight bath he ; 
Yet, like the sun, he brings his mom, 
And is a king from infancy. 

For, him no destiny hath bound 
To do what others did before, 
Pace the same dull perennial round. 
And be a man, and be no more : 
A man ? — a self-will' d piece of earth, 
Just as the lion is, by birth ; 
. To hunt his prey, to wake, to sleep, 
His father's joys and sorrows share, 
His niche in Nature's temple keep, 
And leave his Ukeness in his heir ! — 

No ; infinite the shades between 

The motley millions of our race ; 

No two the changing moon hath seen 

Alike in purpose, or in face ; 

Yet all aspire beyond their fate ; 

The least, the meanest, would be great ; 

The mighty future fills the mind, 

That pants for more than earth can give ; 

Man, to this narrow sphere confined, * 

Dies when he but begins to live. 

Oh ! if there be no world on high 
To yield his powers unfetter'd scope ; 
If man be only born to die, 
Whence this inheritance of hope ? 
Wherefore to him alone were lent 
Riches that never can be spent ? 
Enough, not more, to all the rest, 
For life and happiness, weis given ; 
To man, mysteriously unblest. 
Too much for any state but heaven. 

It is not thus ; — ^it cannot be, 
That one so gloriously endow'd 
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With views that leach eternity, 
Should shiiie and vanish like a cloud : 
Is there a Qod. !— all Nature shows 
There is, — and yet no mortal knows : 
The mind that could this truth conceive. 
Which brute sensation never taught, 
No longer to the dust would cleave, 
But grow iromortai with the thought. 

1819. 



. THE AGES OF MAN. 

Youth, fond youth ! to thee, in life's gay morning, 
New and wonderful are heaven and earth ; 

Health the hills, content the fields adorning. 
Nature rings with melody and mirth ; 

Love invisible, beneath, above, 

Conquers all things ; all things yield to love. 

Time, swift time, from years their motion stealing, 
Unperceived hath sober manhood brought ; 

Truth, her pure and humble fojms reveahng. 
Peoples fancy's fairy-land with thought ; 

Then the heart, no longer prone to roam. 

Loves, loves best, the quiet bliss of home. 

Age, old age, in sickness, pain, and sorrow. 

Creeps with lengthening shadow o'er the scene ; 

Life was yesterday, 'tis death to-morrow. 
And to-day the agony between : 

Then how longs the weary soul for thee. 

Bright and beautiful eternity ! 
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THE GRAVE, 

There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found, 
They softly lie and sweetly sleep 

Low in the ground. 

The storm that wrecks the winter sky 
No more disturbs their deep repose, 
Than summer-evening's latest sigh 

That shuts the rose. 

I long to lay this painful head 
And aching heart beneath the soil. 
To slumber in that dreamless bed 

From all my toil. 

For misery stole me at my birth. 
And cast me helpless on the wild : 

I perish ; O my Mother Earth 

Take home thy Child. 

On thy dear lap these Hmbs reclined 
Shall gently moulder into thee ; 
Nor leave one wretched trace behind 
Resembling me. 

Hark ! — a strahge sound aflinghts mine ear; 
My pulse, — ^my brain runs wild, — ^I rave ; 
— ^Ah ! who art thou whose voice I hear ? 

*^ I am THE GRAVE ! 

^ The GRAVE, that never spake before, 
Hath found at length a tongue to chide ; 
O listen !— I will speak no more : — 
Be silent. Pride ! 
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•* Art thou a wretch of hope forlorn. 
The victim of consuming care ? 
Is thy distracted conscience torn 

By fell despair ? 

^ Do foul misdeeds of former times 
Wring with remorse thy gudty breast ? 
And ghosts of unforgiven crimes 

Murder thy rest ? 

<* Lash'd by the furies of the mind. 
From Wrath and Vengeance wouldst thou flee ? 
Ah ! think not, hope not, fool, to find 
A friend in me. 

" By all the terrors of the tomb, 
Beyond the power of tongue to tell ; 
By the dread secrets of my womb ; 

By Death and Hell ; 

** I charge thee, live ! — ^repent and pray ; 
In dust thine in&my deplore ; 
There yet is mercy ; — go thy way. 
And sin no more. 

•• Art thou a mourner ? — ^Hast thou known 
The joy of innocent delights. 
Endearing days for ever flown, 

And tranquil nights ? 

" O LIVE ! and deeply cherish still 

The sweet remembrance of the past : 
Rely on Heaven's unchanging will 
For peace at last. 

" Art thou a wanderer ? — Hast thou seen 
O'erwhelming tempests drown thy bark ? 
A shipwrecked suflerer hast thou been. 
Misfortune's mark ? 



THE GRAVE. 



" Thoagh long of idnds and waves the sport, 
Condemned in wretchedness to roam, 
Live ! — ^thon shalt reach a shehering port, 
A quiet home, 

** To FRIENDSHIP didst thou trust thy famev 
And was thy friend a deadly foe, 
Who stole into thy breast to aim 
A surer blow ? 

** Live ! — and repine not o'er his loss, 
A loss unworthy to be told : 
Thou hast mistaken sordid dross 

For friendship's gold. 

<* Seek the true treasure, seldom found. 
Of power the fiercest griefs to calm, 
And soothe the bosom's deepest wound 
With heavenly balm. 

'< Did woman's charms thy youth b^ruile, 
And did the Fair One faithless prove ? 
Hath she betray'd thee with a smile. 
And sold thy love ? 

" Live ! — ^'Twas a false bewildering fire : 
Too often Love's insidious dart 
Thrills the fond soul with wild desire. 
But kills the heart. 

" Tt-ou yet shalt know, how sweet, how dear 
To gaze on listening Beauty's eye ; 
To ask, — and pause in hope and fear 
Till she reply. 

** A nobler flame shall warm thy breast, 
A brighter maiden faithftd prove ; 
Thy youth, thine age, shall yet be blest 
In woman's love. 
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M ^Whate'er thy lot,— whoe'er thou be^ 

Confess thy fislly^— kiss the rod. 
And in thy chastening sorrow see 

The hand of God. 

** A bruised reed He will not break ; 
AiBictions all his children feel : 
He wounds them for his mercy's sake. 
He wounds to heal. 

*' Humbled beneath his mighty hand. 
Prostrate his Providence adore : 
"Hs done ! — ^Anse ! He bids thee stand, 
To fall no more. 

" Now, Traveller in the vale of tears, 
. To realms of everlasting light. 
Through Time's 'dark wilderness of years 
Pursue thy flight. 

*< There is a calm for those who weep, 
A rest for weary Pilgrims found ; 
And while the mouldering ashes sleep 
Low in the ground 

*< The Soul, of origin divine, 
God's glorious image, freed from clay, 
In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine 
A star of day. 

' <* The SUN is but a spark of fire, 
A transient meteor in the sky ; 
The SOUL, immortal as its Sire, 
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BOLEHILL TREES. 

A contpicaous plantation, encompassing a school-house and play-groand, on a 
bleak eminence, at Barlow, in Derbyshire : on the one hand focing the high 
moors ; on the other, overlooking a richly-cultivated, well-wooded, and moun- 
tainous country, near the seat of a gentlemen where the writer has spent 
many happy hours. 

Now peace to his ashes who planted yon trees, 

That welcome my wandering eye ! 
In lofty luxuriance they wave with the breeze, 

And resemble a grove in the sky ; 
On the brow of the mountain, uncultured and bleak. 

They flourish in grandeur sublime. 
Adorning its bald and majestical peak. 

Like the lock on the forehead of Time. 

A land-mark they rise ; — to the stranger forlorn. 

All night on the wild heath delay'd, 
'Tis rapture to spy the young beauties of morn 

Unveiling behind their dark shade : 
The homeward-bound husbandman joys to behold, 

On the Une of the gray evening scene, 
Their branches yet gleaming with purple and gold, 

And the sunset expiring between. 

The maidens that gather the fruits of the moor,* 

While weary and fainting they roam, 
Through the blue*dazzling distance of noon-light explore 

The trees that remind them of home : 
The children that range in the valley suspend 

Thai? sports and in ecstasy gaze, 
When they see the broad moon from the summit ascend. 

And their school-house and grove in a blaze. 

Oh ! ayfeet to my soul is that beautiful grove. 
Awakening remembrance most dear ; — 

♦ BilliKrries, rliifitpr-berries, and crane-berries. 



lit MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

When lonely in anguish and exile I rore. 

Wherever its glories appear, 
It gladdens my spirit, it soothes from a&r 

With tranquil and tender delight, 
It shines through my heart, like a hope-beaming star, 

Alone in the desert of night. 

It teUs me of moments of innocent bliss. 

For ever and ever gone o'er ; 
Like the light of a smile, like the balm of a kiss. 

They were, — but they will be no more : 
Yet wherefore of pleasures departed complain, 

That leave such endearment behind ? 
Though the sun of their sweetness be sunk in the main, 

Their twilight still rests on the mind. 

Then peace to his ashes who planted those trees ! 

Supreme o'er the landscape they rise, 
With simple and lovely magnificence please 

All bosoms, and gladden all eyes : 
Nor marble, nor brass, could emblazon his &me 

Like his own sylvan trophies, that wave 
In graceful memorial, and whisper his name. 

And scatter their leaves on his grave. 

Ah ! thus, when I sleep in the desolate tomb. 

May the laurels I planted endure. 
On the mountain of high immortality bloom. 

Midst lightning and tempest secure ! 
Then ages unborn shall their verdure admire. 

And nations sit under their shade, 
While my spirit, in secret, shall move o'er my lyre. 

Aloft in their branches display'd. • 

Hence dream of vain gbry !*~the light drop of dew 

That glows in the violet's eye. 
In the splendour of mom, to a fugitive view. 

May rival a star of the sky ; 
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But the violet is plnckM, and the dew-dn^ is flewn, 
The star unextinguishM shall shine : 

Then mine be the laurels of virtue alone. 
And the glories of Paradise mine. 

1807. 



THE OLD MAN'S SONG, 

Shall Man of frail fruition boast ? 

Shall life be counted dear, 
Oil but a moment, and at most 

A momentary year ? 

Th«re was a time, — ^that time is past, — 
When, youth ! I bloom'd like thee ! 

A time will come^ — 'tis coming fast. 
When thou shalt fade like me : — 

Like me through varying seasons range. 
And past enjoyments mourn ;< — 

The fairest, sweetest spring shall change 
To winter in its turn. 

In infancy, my vernal prime. 

When life itself was new, 
Amusement pluck'd the wings of time» 

Yet swifter still he flew. 

Summer my youth succeeded soon. 

My sun ascended high. 
And pleasure held the reins till noon. 

But grief drove down the sky. 

Like Autumn, rich in ripening com. 
Came manhood'! sober reign ; 

My harvest-moon scarce fill'd her horn. 
When she began to wane. 

Close foUow'd age, infirm old age, 
The winter of my year ; 
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When shall I fall hefore his nge» 
To rise heyond the sphere ! 

I kmg to cast the chains away. 
That hold my sdol a slave. 

To hoist these dungeon walls of clay, 
Enfranchised from the grave. 

life lies in emhryo, — never free 
Till Nature yields her breath, 

Till Time becomes Eternity, 
And Man is bom in Death. 

IMl 
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The ■«]• of Uiis iowet it said to be a fly, which the female caterpillar atlracta 
in the night by the lustre of her train. 

When Evening closes Nature's eye. 
The Glow-worm lights her little spark. 

To captivate her favourite fly, 

And tempt the rover through the dark. 

Conducted by a sweeter star. 

Than all that deck the fields above, 

He fondly hastens from afar, 
To soothe her solitude with love. 

Thus in this wilderness of tears, 

Amidst the world's perplexing gloom, 

The transient torch of Hymen cheers 
The pilgrim journeying to the tomb. 

Unhappy he whose hopeless eye 

Turns to the light of love in vain ; 
Whose cynosure is in the sky, 

He on the dark and lonely main. 
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THE MOLE-HILL. 

Tell me, thou dust beneath my feet, 
Thou dust that once hadst breath! 

Tell me how many mortals meet 
In this small hill of death ? 

The mole that scoops with carious toil 

Her subterranean bed, 
Thinks not she ploughs a human soil. 

And mines among the dead. 

But, O ! where'er she turns the ground, 

My kindred earth I see ; 
Once every atom of this mound 

Lived, breathed, and felt, hke me. 

like me, these elder-bom of clay 

Enjoy'd the cheerful light. 
Bore the brief burden of a day. 

And went to rest at night. 

Fax in the regions of the mom. 

The rising sun surveys 
Palmyra's palaces forlom. 

Empurpled with his rays. 

The spirits of the desert dwell 
Where eastern grandeur shone. 

And vultures scream, hyaenas yell 
Round Beauty's mouldering throne. 

There the pale pilgrim, as he stands, 

Sees, from the broken wall. 
The shadow tottering on the sands, 

Ere the loose fragment fall. 



MISCEUUAVSQQS 9<«M8. 



I>estructioD joys, amid those scenes. 

To watch the sport of Fate, 
While Time between the pilJars leans. 

And bows them with his weight. 

But towers and temples crushM by Time, 

Stupendous wrecks ! appear 
To me less moamfully saUime 

Than the poor Mole-hill here. 

Through all this hillock's tr^nbling mould, 
Once the warm life-blood ran ; 

Here thine original behold. 
And here thy ruins, Man 1 

Methinks this dust yet heaves with breath ; 

Ten thousand pulses beat ; 
Tell ore, — ^m this smaU hill of de«th. 

How many mortals meet ? 

By wafting winds and flooding rains. 

From ocean, earth, and sky, 
Collected here, the frail remains 

Of slumbering millions lie. 

What scene of terror and amaze 
Breaks through the twilight f^oom? 

What band invisible displays 
The secrets of the tomb ? 

All ages and all nations rise. 

And every grain of earth 
Beneath my feet, before mine eyes. 

Is startled into birth. 

Like gliding mists the shadowy forms 
Through the deep valley spread, 

And like descending clouds in storms 
Lower round the mountain's head. 

O'er the wild champaign while they pass 
Their footsteps yield no sound, 
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Nor shake from the light trembling grass 
A dew-drop to the ground. 

Among the undistinguish'd hosts, 

My wondering eyes explore 
Awful, sublime, terrific ghosts, 

Heroes and kings of yore : — 

Tyrants, the comets of their kind. 
Whose withering influence ran 

Through all the promise of the mind. 
And smote and mildew' d man:— 

Sages, the Pleiades of earth. 

Whose genial aspect smiled. 
And flowers and fruitage sprang to birth 

O'er all the human wild. 

Yon gloomy ruflian, gash'd and gored, 

Was he, whose fatal skill 
First beat the plough-share to a sword. 

And taught the art to kill. 

Behind him skulks a shade, bereft 

Of fondly worshipt fame ; 
He built the Pyramids, but left 

No stone to tell his name. 

Who is the chief, with visage dark 

As tempests when they roar ? 
— ^The first who push'd his daring bark 

Beyond the timid shore. 

Through storms of death and seas of graves 
He sleer'd with steadfast eye ; 

His path was on the desert waves. 
His compass in the sky. 

That youth who lifts his graceful hand,- 

Struck the unshapen block. 
And beauty leap'd, at his command, 

A Venus from me rock. 
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TrQ^kbUng with ecstasy of thought. 

Behold the Gieokn maid. 
Whom love's enchanting impulse taught 

To trace a shimberer's shade. 

Sweet are the thefts of love ;— <he stole 

His image while he by. 
Kindled the shadow to a soul, 

And hreathed that soul through clay. 

Ypn listening nymph, who looks behind. 

With countenance of fire, 
Heard midnight music in the wind, — 

And framed the iBolian lyre. 

All hail ! — The Sire of Song appears 

The Muse's eldest bom ;' 
The skylark in the dawn of years. 

The poet of the mom. 

He from the depth of cavem'd woods. 

That echoed to his voice, 
Bade mountains, valleys, winds, and floods. 

And earth and heaven rejoice. 

Though charm'd to meekness while he sung, 
The wild beasts round him ran, 

This was the triumph of his tongue,— 
It tamed the heart of man. 

Dim through the mist of twilight times 

The ghost of Cyrus walks ; 
Behind him, red with glorious crimes. 

The son of Ammon stalks. 

Relentless Hannibal, in pride 

Of sworn, fix'd hatred, lowers ; 
CiBsar^— 'tis Bmtus at his side, — 

In peerless grandeur towers. 

With moonlight softness Helen's charms 
Dissolve the spectred gloom. 
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The leadittgf stax of Gfareece in anm* 
Portending liion's doom. 

But Homer , — see the bard arise ! 

And hark ! — ^he strikes the lyre ; 
The Dardan warriors lift their eyes. 

The Argive Chiefs respire. 

And while his music rolls along, 

The towers of Troy sublime, 
Raised by the magic breath of song. 

Mock the destroyer Time. 

For still around the eternal walls 

The storms of battle rage : 
And Hector conquers, Hector falls, 

Bewept in every age. 

Genius of Homer ! Were it mine 

To track thy fiery car, 
And in thy sunset course to shine 

A radiant evening star, — 

What theme, what laurel might the Muse 

Reclaim from ages fled ? 
What realm-restoring hero choose 

To summon from the dead ? 

Yonder his shadow flits away : 
—Thou shall not thus depart ; 

Stay, thou transcendent spirit, stay, 
And tell me who thou art ! 

'Tis Alfred !— In the rolls of Fame, 

An(^ on the midnight page. 
Blazes his broad refulgent name, 

The watch-light of his age. 

A Danish winter, from the north, 

Howl'd o'er the British wild. 
But Alfred, like the spring, broke forth, 

And all the desert smiled. 
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Back to the deep he roll'd the waves. 

By mad invasion hurPd ; 
His voice was liberty to slaves, 

Defiance to the world. 

And still that voice o'er land and sea 

Shall Albion's foes appal ; 
The race of Alfred ivill be free ; — 

Hear it, and tremble, Gaul ! 

But lo ! the phantoipis fade in flight, 
Like fears that cross the mind. 

Like meteors gleaming through the night. 
Like thunders on the wind. 

The vision of the tomb is past ; 

Beyond it who can tell 
In what mysterious region cast 

Immortal spirits dwell ? 

I know not, but I soon shall know 
When Hfe's sore conflicts cease, 

When this desponding heart lies low, 
And I shall rest in peace. 

For see, on Death's bewildering wave. 

The rainbow Hope arise, 
A bridge of glory o'er the grave. 

That bends beyond the skies. 

From earth to heaven it swells and shines 
The pledge of bliss to Man ; 

Time with Eternity combines, 
And grasps them in a span 
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A VOYAGE ROUND THE WORLD. 

Emblem of eternity, 
Unbeginning, endless sea ! 
Let me launch my soul on thee. 

Sail, nor keel, nor helm, nor oar, 

Need I, ask I, to explore 

Thine expanse from shore to shore. 

By a single glance of thought, 

Thy whole realm's before me brought 

Like the universe, from nought. 

All thine aspects now I view, 

Ever old, yet ever new, 

— ^Time nor tide thy power subdue. 

All thy voices now I hear ; 
Sounds of gladness, grandeuf^ fear, 
Meet and mingle in mine ear. 

All thy wonders are reveal'd. 
Treasures hidden in thy field. 
From the birth of nature seal'd. 

But thy depths I search not now, 
Nor thy liquid surface plow 
With a billow-breaking prow. 

Eager fancy, unconfined. 
In a voyage of the mind. 
Sweeps along thee like the wind. 

Here a breeze, I skim thy plain. 
There a tempest, pour amain 
Thunder, lightning, hail, and rain. 

Where the surges never roll 
Round the undiscovered pole. 
Thence set out, my venturous soul ! 
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See o'er Greenland, cold and wild. 

Rocks of ice eternal piled, 

—•Yet the mother loves her child, — 

And the wildernesses drear. 
To the native's heart are dear ; 
All love's charities dwell here. 

Next on lonely Labrador, 

Let me hear the snow-stonns roar. 

Blinding, burying all before. 

Yet even here, in glens and coves, 
Man the heir of all things roves. 
Feasts and fights, and laughs and loves. 

But a brighter vision breaks 
O'er Canadian woods and lakes ; 
— These my spirit soon forsakes. 

Land of exiled liberty, 

Where oiy fathers once were free, 

Brave New England ! hail to thee ! 

Pennsylvania, while thy flood 
Waters fields unbought with blood. 
Stand for peace, as thou hast stood 

The West Indies I behold. 
Like th' Hesperides of old, 
— ^Trees of life with fruits of gold. 

No, — a curse is on their soil, 
Bonds and scourges, tears and toil, 
Man degrade, and earth despoil. 

Horror-struck I turn away, 
Coasting down the Mexique bay, 
— Slavery there hath had her day. 

Hark ! eight hundred thousand tongues 
Startle midnight with strange songs ; 
— England ends her negroes' wrongs. 
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Loud the voice of freedom spoke, 
Every accent split a yoke, 
Every word a fetter broke. 

South America expands 
Forest-mountains, river-kmds, 
And a nobler race demands. 

And a nobler race arise, 

Stretch their limbs, unclose their eyes. 

Claim the earth, and seek the skies. 

Gliding through Magellan's Straits, 
Where two oceans ope their gates. 
What a glorious scene awaits ! 

The immense Pacific smiles, 
Round ten thousand little isles, 
— ^Haunts of violence and wiles. 

But the powers of darkness yield. 
For the cross is in the field. 
And the light of hfe reveal'd. 

Rays from rock to rock it darts. 
Conquers adamantine hearts. 
And immortal bUss imparts. 

North and west, receding far 
From the evening's downward star. 
Now I mount Aurora's car ; — 

Pale Siberia's deserts shun. 

From Kamschatka's storm-chfis run. 

South and east, to meet the sun. 

Jealous China, dire Japan, 
With bewilder'd eycjs I scan, 
— ^They are but dead seas of man. 

Ages in succession find 

Forms that change not, stagnant mind. 

And they leave the same bahind. 
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Lo! the eaBtern Cyclades, 
PhoBnix-nests and sky-blue seas, 
—But I tarry not with these. 

Pass we drear New Holland's shoalsy 
Where no ample river rolls, 
—World of unawakenM souls ! 

Bring them forth ; — ^'tis Heaven's decree. 

Man, assert thy liberty ; 

Let not brutes look down on thee. 

Either India next is seen. 

With the Ganges stretch'd between ; 

—Ah ! what horrors here have been. 

War, disguised as commerce, came : 
Britain, carrying sword and flame', 
Won an empire, — ^lost her name. 

But that name shall be restored. 
Law and justice wield the sword. 
And her God be here adored. 

By the Gulf of Persia sail. 
Where the true-love nightingale 
Wooes the rose in every vale. 

Though Arabia charge the breeze 
With the incense of her trees. 
On I press through southern seas. 

Cape of storms, thy spectre fled. 

See, the angel Hope, instead. 

Lights from heaven upon thine head ;>-* 

And where Table-mountain stands. 
Barbarous hordes from desert sands 
Bless the sight with lifted hands. 

St. Helena's dungeon-keep 
Scowls defiance o'er the deep ; 
There a warrior's relics sleep. 



A VOYAGE ROUND THE WOBLD. 



Who he was, and how he fell, 

Europe, Asia, Afric tell : 

On that theme all time shall dwell* 

But henceforth, till nature dies. 
These three simple words comprise 
All the future : "Here he lies." 

Mammon's plague-ships throng the waves : 
Oh ! 'twere mercy to the slaves, 
Were the maws of sharks their graves ! 

Not for all the gems and gold, 
Which thy streams and mountains hold. 
Or for which thy sons are sold, — 

Land of negroes ! would I dare 
In this felon-trade to share, 
Or to brand its guilt forbear. 

Hercules ! thy pillars stand, 
Sentinels -of sea and land ! 
Cloud-capt Atlas towers at hand. 

Where, when Gate's word was fate, 
Fell the Carthaginian state. 

And where exiled Marius sate, — 

m 

Mark the dens of caitiff Moors ; 
Ha ! the pirates seize their oars ; * 
— Haste we from th' accursed shores. 

Egypt's hieroglyphic realm 

Other floods than Nile's o'erwheim, 

— Skves tum'd despots hold the helnii 

Judah's cities are forlorn, 
Lebuwn and Carmel shorn, 
Zion trampled down with scorn. 

Greece, thine ancient lamp is spent ; 
Thou art thine own monument ; 
But the sepulchre is rent,^ — 
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And a wind is on the wing, 

At whose hreath new heroes spring* 

Sages teach, and poets sing. 

Italy, thy beauties shroud 
In a gorgeous evening cloud; 
Thy refulgent head is bow'd. 

Ronie, in ruins lovely still, 

On her capitolian hiU, 

Bids thee, mourner, weep thy fill. 

Yet where Roman genius reigns, 
Roman blood must warm the veins ; 
— ^Look weU, tyrants, to your chains. 

Splendid realm of old romance, 

Spain, thy tower-crown'd crest advance. 

Grasp the shield, and couch the lance. 

At the fire-flash of thine eye. 
Giant bigotry would fly. 
At thy voice oppression die. 

Lusitania, firom the dust. 

Shake thy locks, — ^thy caase is just. 

Strike for freedom, strike and trust. 

France, I hurry from thy shore, 
Thou art not the France of yore. 
Thou art new-bom France no more. 

Great thou wast ; and who like thee ? 
Then mad-drunk with liberty ; 
What now ? — ^neither great nor free. 

Sweep by Holland like the blast. 
One quick glance on Denmark cast, 
Sweden, Russia^— «11 are past. 

Elbe nor Weser tempt my stay ; 

Germany, beware the day, 

When thy schools again bear sway 



HUMILITY. 

Now to thee, to thee I fly, 
Fairest isle beneath the sky, 
To my heaft, as in mine eye. 

I have seen them, one by one. 
Every shore beneath the sun, 
And my voyage now is done. 

While I bid them all be blest, 
Britain is my home, my rest ; 
— ^Mine own land ! I love thee best. 



HUMILITY. 



The bird that soars on highest wing. 
Builds on the ground her lowly nest ; 

And she that doth most sweetly sing. 
Sings in the shade when all things rest : 

— ^In lark and nightingale we see 

What honour hath humility.^ 

When Mary chose the " better part," 

She meekly sat at Jesus' feet ; 
And Lydia's gently-open'd heart 

Was made for God's own temple meet ; 
— Fairest and best adom'd is she. 
Whose clothing is humility. 

The saint that wears heaven's brightest crown. 

In deepest adoration bends ; 
The weight of glory bows him down. 

Then most when most his soul ascends ; 
— ^Nearest the throne itself must be 
The footstool of humihty, 
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BIRD6. 
THE SWALLOW. 

Swallow, why homeward turn'd thy joyful wing ? 

— ^In a far land I heard the voice of spring ; 

I found myself that moment on the way ; 

My wings, my wings, they had not power to stay. 

SKYLARKS. 

What hand lets fly the skylark from his rest ? 
— ^That which detains his mate upon the nest ; 
Love sends him soaring to the fields ahove ; 
She hroods helow, all hound with cords of love. 

THE CUCKOO. 

Why art thou always welcome, lonely bird ? 
—The heart grows young again when I am heard ; 
Nor in my double note the magic lies, 
But in the fields, the woods, the streams, and skies. 

THE RED-BREAST. 

Familiar warbler, wherefore art thou come ! 
—To sing to thee, when all beside are dumb ; 
Pray let thy little children drop a crumb. 

THE SPARROW. 

Sparrow, the gun is levelPd, quit that wall. 
— Without the will of heaven I cannot fall. 

THE RING-DOVE. 

Art thou the bird that saw the waters cease ? 
— Yes, and brought home the olive-leaf of peace ; 
Henceforth I haunt the woods of thickest green, 
Pleased to be oflen heard, but seldom seen. 



BIRDS. 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 



Minstrel, what makes thy song so sad, so sweet T 
—Love, love ; — there agony and rapture meet ; 
O 'tis the dream of happiness, to feign 
Sorrow in joy, and wring delight from pain ! 

THE WATER-WAGTAIL. 

What art thou made of, — air, or light, or dew ^ 
— ^I have no time to tell you, if I knew ; 
My tail, — ask that, — perhaps may solve the matter : 
I've ^liss'd three flies already by this chatter. 

THE WREN. 

Wren, canst thou squeeze into a hole so small ? 
— ^Ay, with nine nestlings too, and room for all ; 
Gro, compass sea and land in search of bliss. 
Then tell me if you find a happier home than this. 

THE THRUSH. 

Thrush, thrush, have mercy on thy little bill. 
— " I play to please myself, albeit ill ;"* 
And yet, but how it comes I cannot tell. 
My singing pleases all the world as well. 

THE BLACKBIRD. 

Well done! — ^they're noble notes, distinct and strong; 

Yet more variety might mend the song. 

— ^Is there another bird that chants like me ? 

My pipe gives all the grove variety. 

THE BULLFINCH. 

Bully, what fairy warbles in thy throat ? 
— Oh ! — ^for the freedom of my own wild note ! 
Art has enthrall'd my voice ; I strive in vain 
To break the " linked sweetness" of my chain ; 
Love, joy, rage, grief, ring one melodious strain. 



* Spenser's Shepherd's Calendar. June. 
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THB OOLDFINOH. 

live with me^ love me» pretty goldfinch, do I 
— Ay, pretty maid, and be a slave to you ; 
Wear chains, fire squibs, draw water, — nay, not I, 
While Vte a bill to peck, or wing to fly. 

THE STONE-CHAT. 

Why art thou ever flitting to and fro ? 

— ^Plunge through these whins, their thorns will lei thee 

know. 
There are ^ve secrets brooding here in night, 
Which my good mate will duly bring to light ; 
Meanwhile she sees the ants around her throng. 
And hears the grasshopper chirp all day long. 

THE GRAY LINNET. 

Linnet, canst thou not change that humble coat ? 
Liinnet, canst thou not mellow that sharp note ? 
— If rude my song, and mean my garb appear, 
Have you, sir, ey v to see, or ears to hear ? 

THE RED LINNET. 

Sweet is thy warble, beautiful thy plume ! 
—Catch me and cage me, then behold my doom ; 
My throat will fail, my colour wane away. 
And the red linnet soon become a gray.* 

THE CHAFFINCH. 

Stand still a moment ! 

— Spare your idle words, 
I'm the perpetual mobile of birds ; 
My days are running, rippling, twittering streams. 
When fast asleep I'm all afloat in dreams. 

THE CANARY. 

Dost thou not languish for thy father-land, 
Madeira's fragrant woods and billowy strand ? 

* Some naturalists tay that this actually happens. 
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— My cage is father-land enough for me ; 

Tour parlour all the world, — ^heaven, earth, and sea. 



THE TOMTIT. 



Least, nimblest, merriest bird of Albion's isie, 
I cannot look on thee without a smile. 
— ^I envy thee the sight, for all my glee 
Could never yet extort a smile from me ; 
Think what a tiresome thing my life must be. 



THE SWIFT. 



Why ever on the wing, or perch'd elate ? 
— Because I fell not from my first estate ; 
This is my charter for the boundless skies, 
'* Stoop not to earth, on pain no more to rise.'* 

THE KINO-FISHER. 

Why dost thou hide thy beauty from the sun ? 
— The eye of man, but not of Heaven, I shun ; 
Beneath the mossy bank, with alders crown'd, 
I build and brood where running waters sound ; 
There, there the halcyon peace may still be found. 

THE WOODLARKy 

Thy notes are silenced, and thy plumage mew'd ; 
Say, drooping minstrel, both shall be renew'd. 
— Voice will return, — I cannot choose* but sing; 
Yet liberty alone can plume my wing ; 
Oh ! give me that I — I will not, cannot fly 
Within a cage less ample than the sky ; 
Then shalt thou hear, as if an angel sung, 
Unseen in air, heaven's music from my tongue : 
Oh ! give me that ! — I cannot rest at ease 
On meaner perches than the forest trees ; 
There, in thy walk, while evening shadows roll, 
My song shall melt into thine inmost soul : 
But, till thou let thy captive bird depart. 
The sweetness of my strain shall wring thy heart. 
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THE COCK. 

Who taught thee, chanticleer, to count the dock T 
— ^Nay, who taught man that lesson but the cock ! 
Long before wheels and bells had leam'd to chime, 
I told the steps unseen, unheard, of time. 

THE JACK-DAW. 

Canst thou remember that unlucky day. 

When all thy peacock-plumes were pluck'd away T 

—Remember it ? — ^believe me that I can, 

With right good cause, for I was then a man ! 

And for my folly, by a wise old law, 

Stript, whipt, tarr'd, feather'd, tum'd into a daw : 

— Pray, how d'ye like my answer ? Caw, caw, caw ! 

THE BAT. 

What shall I call thee, — bird, or beast, or neither? 
— Just what you will ; I'm rather both than either ; 
Much like the season when I whirl my flight. 
The dusk of evening, — ^neither day nor night. * 

THE OWL. 

Blue-eyed, strange-voiced, sharp-beak'd, ill-omen'd fowl, 
What art thou ? 

— ^What I ought to be, an owl ; 
But if I'm such a scarecrow in your eye. 
You're a much greater fright in mine ; — ^good-by ! 

ROOKS. 

What means that riot in your citadel ? 
Be honest, peaceable, like brethren dwell. 
— ^How, while we live so near to man, can life 
Be any thing but knavery, noise, and strife ? 

THE JAY. 

Thou hast a crested poll, a scutcheon' d wing. 

Fit for a herald of the eagle king. 

But such a voice ! I would that thou couldst sing > 



BIRDS. 

— My bill has tougher work^— to scream for flight, 
And then, when screaming will not do, to bite. 

THE PEACOCK. 

Peacock ! of idle beauty, why so vain ? 

—And art thou humble, who hast no proud train ? 

It is not vanity, but nature's part. 

To show, by me, the cunning of her art. 

THE SWAN. 

Sing me, fair swan, that song which poets dream. 
— Stand thou an hundred years beside this stream, 
Then may'st thou hear, perchance, my latest breath 
" Create a soul beneath the ribs of death.*'* 

THE PHEASANT. 

Pheasant, forsake the country, come to town ; 
I'll warrant thee a place beneath the crown. 
—No ; not to roost upon the throne, would I 
Renounce the woods, the mountains, and the sky. 

THE RAVEN. 

Thin is thy plumage, death is in thy croak ; 
Raven, come down from that majestic oak. 
—When I was hatch'd, my father set this tree. 
An acorn ; and its fall I hope to see, 
A century after thou hast ceased to be. 

THE PARROT. 

Camest thou from India, popinjay, — and why ? 
— ^To make thy children open ear and eye, 
Qaze on my feathers, wonder at my talk. 
And think 'tis almost time for Poll to walk. 

THE MAGPIE. 

Magpie, thou too hast learn'd by rote to speak 
Words without meaning, through thy uncouth beak. 

* MUton'« Coinufl. 
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— ^Woids have I leam'd? and Tvithout meaning too? 
No wonder, sir, for I was taught by you. 

THE CORN-CRAKE. 

Art thou a sound, and nothing but a sound ? 
—Go round the field, sgod round the field, and round. 
You'll find my voice for ev^r changing ground ; 
And while your ear pursues my creaking cry. 
You look ais if you heard it with your eye. 

THE STORK. 

Storkt why were human virtues given to thee ? 
— ^That human beings might resemble me ; 
Kind to my ofilspring, to my partner true. 
And duteous to my parents, — ^what are you ? 

THE WOODPECKER. 

Rap, rap, rap, rap, I hear thy knocking bill, 
Then thy strange outcry, when the woods are still. 
— ^Thus am I ever labouring for my bread, 
And thus give thanks to find my table spread. 

THE HAWK. 

A life at every meal, rapacious hawk ! 
Spare helpless innocence ! . 

— ^Troth, pleasant talk ! 
Yon swallow snaps more lives up in a day 
Than in a twelvemonth I could take away. 
But hark, most gentle censor, in your ear, 
A word, a whisper, — you — are you quite clear ? 
Creation's groans, through ocean, earth, and sky. 
Ascend from all that walk, or swim, or fly. 

* VULTURES. 

Abominable harpies, spare the dead. 
—-We only clear the field which man has spread ; 
On which should Heaven its hottest vengeance rain ? 
You slay the living, we but strip the slain. 
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THE HUMMING BIRD. 



Art thou a bird, or bee, or butterfly ? 
-—Each and all three. — A bird in shape am !» 
A bee collecting sweets from bloom to bloom, 
A butterfly in brilliancy of plume. 



THE EAGLE. 



Art thou the king of birds, proud eagle, say ? 
—I am ; my talons and my beak bear sway ; 
A greater king than I, if thou wouldst be. 
Govern thy tongue, but let thy thoughts be free. 



THE PELICAN. 

Bird of the wilderness, what is thy name ? 
-—The pelican !- — ^go, take the trump of fame, 
And if thou give the honour due to me. 
The world may talk a little more of thee. 

THE HERON. 

Stock-still upon that stone, from day to day, 

I see thee watch the river for thy prey. 

— ^Yes, I'm the tyrant here ; but when I rise. 

The well-train'd falcon braves me in the skies ; 

Then comes the tug of war, of strength and skill. 

He dies, impaled on my updarted bill, 

Or, powerless in his grasp, my doom I meet, 

Diopt as a trophy at his master's feet. 

THE BIRD OF PARADISE. 

The bird of paradise ! 

— ^That name I bear. 
Though I am nothing but a bird of air : 
Thou art a child of earth, and yet to thee, 
Lost and recover'd, paradise is free : 
Oh ! that such glory were reserved for me ! 
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THE OCmUCH. 

Hairt thou expellM the mother from thy breast. 
And to the desert's merdes left thy nest T 
—Ah! nOt the mother in me knows her part ; 
Ton gknrioiv san is warmer than my heart; 
And when to light he brings my hungry brood. 
He spreads for them the inldemess with food. 



THE GENTIANELLA. 

IN LEAF. 

Green thou art, obscurely green. 
Meanest plant amcmg the mean ! 

From the dust I took ray birth ; 
T^Aou, too, art a child of earth ; 
/ aspire not to be great ; 
Scorn not thou my low estate ; 
Time will come when thou shalt see 
Honour crown humility, 
Beauty set her seal on me. 

IN FLOWER. 

Blue thou art, intensely blue. 

Flower, whence came thy dazzling hue f 

When I open'd first mine eye, 
Upward glancing to the sky. 
Straightway from the firmament 
Was the sapphire brilliance sent. 
Brighter glory wouldst thou share, 
Do what I did, — ^look up there; 
What 1 could not, — ^look with prayer! 



A LUCID INTERVAL. 



A LUCID INTERVAL. 

Oh ! light is pleasant to the eye, 

And health comes rustling on the giale ; 

Cloudi^ are careering through the sky, 

Whose shadows mock them down the dale ; 

Nature as fresh and fragrant seems 

As I have n^et her in my dreams. 

For I have been a prisoner long 
In gloom and loneliness of mind ; 

Deaf to the melody of song, 
To every form of beauty blind ; 

Nor morning dew, nor evening balm, 

Might cool my cheek, my bosom calm. 

But now the blood, the blood returns 
With rapturous pulses through my veins ; 

My heart from out its ashes bufns ; 

My limbs break loose, they cast their chains ; 

New kindled at the sun, my sight 

Tracks to a point the eagle's ffight. 

I long to chmb those old gray rocks. 
Glide with yon river to the deep. 

Range the green hills with herds and flocks* 
Free as the roebuck run and leap ; 

Or mount the lark's victorious wing* 

And from the depth of ether sing. 

O taith. ! in maiden innocence. 

Too early fled thy golden time ; 
O earth ! earth ! earth ! for man*s dikncef 

Doomed to dishonour in thy prime ; 
Of how much glory theft bereft ! 
Yet what a world of bliss is left ! 

The thorn, harsh emblem of the cune, 
Puts forth a paradise of flowers ; 
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Labour, man^s punishment, is nurse 
To home-bom joys at sunset hour ; 
Plague, earthquake, famine, want, disease, 
Qive birth to holiest charities. 

And death itself, with all the woes 
That hasten, yet prolong his stroke, 

Death brings with every pang repose. 
With every sigh he solves a yoke ; 

Yea, his cold sweats and moaning strife 

Wring out the bitterness of life. 

Life, life with all its burdens dear ! 

Friendship is sweet, love sweeter still ; 
Who would forego a smile, a tear. 

One generous hope, one chastening ill ? 
Home, kindred, country, — ^these are ties 
Might keep an angel from the skies. 

But these have angels never known ; 

Unvex'd felicity their lot ; 
The sea of glass before the throne. 

Storm, lightning, shipwreck, visit not ; 
Our tides, beneath the changing moon, 
Are soon appeased, are troubled soon. 

Well, I would bear what all have borne. 
Live my few years, and fill my place. 

O'er old and young afiections mourn. 
Rent one by one from my embrace. 

Till suffering ends, and I have done 

With every thing beneath the sun. 

Whence came I ?— Memory cannot say ; 

What am I ? — Knowledge will not show * 
Bound whither ? — Ah ! away, away. 

Far as eternity can go : — 
Thy love to win, thy wrath to flee, 
O God ! thyself my teacher be 

1898. 
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WORMS AND FLOWERS. 

You're spinning for my lady, worm ! 

Silk garments for the fair ; 
You're spinning rainbows for a form 

More beautiful than air, 
When air is bright with sunbeams, 

And morning mists arise 
From woody vales and mountain streams. 

To blue autumnal skies. 

You're spinning for my lady, flower ! 

You're training for my love. 
The glory of her summer-bower, 

While skylarks soar above : 
Go, twine her locks with rose-buds, 

Or breathe upon her breast. 
While zephyrs curl the water-floods 

And rock the halcyon's nest. 

But oh ! there is another worm 

Ere long will visit her, 
And revel on her lovely form. 

In the dark sepulchre : 
Yet from that sepulchre shall spring 

A flower as sweet as this ; 
Hard by the nightingale shall sing. 

Soft winds its petals kiss. 

Frail emblems of frail beauty, ye ! 

In beauty who would trust? 
Since all that charms the eye must be 

Consign'd to worms and dust : 
Yet like the flower that decks her tomb^ 

Her spirit shall quit the sod. 
To shine in amaranthine bloom. 

Fast by the throne of God. 

1834. 
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THE RECLUSE. 

A pouMTADr issuing into light, 

Before a marble pakce, threw 
To heaven its column, pure and bright. 

Returning thence in showers of dew ; 
But soon an humbler course it took. 
And gUd away a nameless brook. 

Flowers on its grassy margin sprang. 
Flies o'er its eddying surface play'd. 

Birds midst the alder-branches sang, 
Flocks through the verdant meadows stray'd | 

The weary there lay down to rest. 

And there the halcyon built her nest. 

'Twas beautiful, to stand and watch 
The fountain's crystal turn to gems, 

And from the sky such colours catch, 
As if 'twere raining diadems ; . 

Tet all was cold and curious art, 

That charm'd the eye, but miss'd the heart. 

Dearer to me the little stream, 

Whose unimprison'd waters run. 
Wild as the. changes of a dream, 

By rock and glen, through shade and sun ; 
Its lovely links had power to bind 
In welc(»ne chains my wandering mind. 

So thought I, when I saw the face 

By happy portraiture reveal'd, 
Of one, adom'd with every grace, 

— Her name and date from me conceai'd, 
But not her story ; — she had been 
The pride of many a splendid scene. 
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She cast her glory round a court. 

And frolick'd in the gayest ring. 
Where fashion's high-bom minions sport. 

Like sparkhng fire-fiies on the wing ; 
But thence, when love had touch'd her soul, 
To nature and to truth she stole. 

From din, and pageantry, and strife. 

Midst woods and mountains, vales and plains, 

She treads the paths of lowly life, 
Yet in a bosom-circle reigns. 

No fountain scattering diamond showers. 

But the sweet streamlet watering flowers. 



TIME: 

A RHAPSODY. 

Sed fugit, interea, fugit irreparabUe tempui. 

Vna. Ch0rg.m,» 

*Ti8 a mistake : time flies not, 

He only hovers on the wing : 
Once bom, the moment dies not, 

*Tis an immortal thing ; 
While all is change beneath the sky, 
Fix'd Hke the sun, as learned sages prove, 
Though from our moving worl^ he seems to move* 
'Tis time stands still, and we that fly. 

There is no past ; from nature's birth. 
Days, months, years, ages, till the end 

Of these revolving heavens and earth, 
All to one centre tend ; 

And, having reach'd it late or soon, 
Converge, — as in a lens, the rays, 
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Caught ftom the fountain-light of nooiit 
Blend in a point that blinds the gaze : 
—What haa been is, what is shall last ; 
The present is \ht focus of the past ; 
The future, perishing as it arrives. 
Becomes the present, and itself survivea. 

Time is not progress^ but amount ; 

Oa» vast accumulating store, 
Laid up, not lost ; — we do not count 

Years gone but added to the score 
Of wealth untold, to clime nor dass coafiMd, 
Riches to generations lent. 
For eyer spending, never spent, 
Th* august inheritance of all mankind. 
Of this, from Adam to his latest heir. 
All in due turn their portion share, 
Which, as they husband or abuse. 
Their souls they win or lose. 

Though history, on her faded scrolls. 
Fragments of facts, and wrecks of names enrols, 
Time's indefatigable fingers write 
Men's meanest actions on their souls, 
In lines which not himself can blot : 

These the last day shall bring to light, 
Though through long centuries forgot. 

When hearts and sepulchres are bared to sight. 

Then, having fill'd his measure up. 

Amidst his own assembled progeny, 

(All that have been, that are, or yet may be,) 

Before the great white throne. 

To Him who sits thereon. 

Time shall present th' amalgamating cup, ~ 

In which, as in a crucible. 

He hid the moments as they fell. 

More precious than Golconda's gems. 

Or stars in angels' diadems, 



TO A FRIfifiTD. 



Though to our eyes they seem'd to pass 

Like sands through his symbolic glass : 

But now, the process done, 

Of millions multiplied by millions, none 

Shall there be wanting, — ^while by change 

Inefiible and strange, 

All shall appear at once, all shall appear as 

Ah ! then shall each of Adam's race. 

In that concenter'd instant, trace. 

Upon the taMet of his mind. 

His whde existence in a thought combined, 

Thenceforth to part no more, but be 

Impictured on his memory ; 

— ^As in the image-chamber of the eye. 

Seen at a glance, in clear perspectiTe, lie 

Myriads of forms of ocean, earth, and sky. 

Then shall be shown, that but in name 
Time and eternity werd both the same ; 
A point which life nor death could sever, 
A moment standing still for ever. 

18S8. 



TO A FRIEND, 

WITH A OOPT QV THK FORXGOINO LUCUBRATION* 

Mat she for whom these lines are pemi'dt 
By using well, make time her friend ; 
Then, whether he stands still or flies, 
Whether the moment lires or dies, 
She need not care, — for time will be 
Her friend to all eternity. 
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THE RETREAT. 

Written on finding a copy of veraea in a imall edifice ao named, at Raithby, in 
Lincolnibire, the aeat of R. C. Brackenbury, to wbom tbe author nadea vialt 
in tbe autumn of 1815, after a aevero illnew. 

f 

A STRANGER sat down ia the lonely retreat ; — 

Though kindness had welcomed him there, 
Yet weary with travel, and fainting with heat, 

His bo8<Hii was sadden'd with care : 
That sinking of spirit they only can know, 

Whose joys are all chastenM with feais ; 
Whose waters of ccnnfort, though deeply they flow, 

Sdli wind through the valley of tears. 

What ails thee, O stranger ! but open thine eye, 

A paradise bursts on thy view ; 
The sun in full glory is marching on high 

Through cloudless and infinite blue : 
The woods, in their wildest luxuriance displayed. 

Are stretching their coverts of green, 
While bright from the depth of their innermost shade 

Yon mirror of waters is seen. 

There richly reflected, the mansion, the lawn, 

The banks and the foliage appear. 
By nature's own pencil enchantingly drawn, 

— ^A landscape enshrined in a sphere ; 
While the fish in their element sport to and fro, 

Gluick glancing or gliding at ease, 
The birds seem to fly in a concave below, 

Through a vista of down-growing trees. 

The current, unrippled by volatile airs. 

Now glitters, now darkens along, 
And yonder o'erflowing, incessantly bears 

Symphonious accordance to song : 
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—The song of the ring-dove enamour'd, that floaliB 

Like sofl-meiting muimun of grief; 
—-The song of the led-bveaat, in ooodiiouB notes. 

Foretelling the fiiU of the leaf: 

'-— T%e song of the bee, in its serpentine flight, 

From bloss(xn to blossom that roves ; 
—The song of the wind, in the silence of night, 

When it wakens or hushes the groves : 
—Thus sweet in the chorus of rapture and love, 

Which God in his temple attends, 
With the song of all nature beneath and above. 

The voice of these waters ascends. 

The beauty, the music, the bliss of that scene. 

With ravishing sympathy stole 
Through the stranger's lorn bosom, illumined his mien, 

And soothed and exalted his soul : 
Cold, gloomy forebodings then vanish'd away. 

His terrors to ecstasies turn. 
As the vapours of night, at the dawning of day. 

With splendour and loveliness bum. 

The stranger reposed in the lonely retreat. 

Now smiling at phantoms gone by. 
When, lo ! a new welcome, in nun]^)er8 most sweet. 

Saluted his ear through his eye : 
It came to his eye, but it went to his soul ; 

— Some muse, as she wander'd that way. 
Had dropt from her bosom a mystical scroll, 

Whose secrets I dare not betmy. 

Strange tones, we are told, the pale mariner hears. 

When the mermaids ascend from their caves. 
And sing, where the moon's lengthened image appeals 

A column of gold on the ^.'aves ; 
—And wild notes of wonder the shepherd entraacey 

Who dreaming beholds in the vale, 
By torchlight of glow-worms, the fairies that dance 

To minstrelsy piped in the gale. 
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Not less to that stnmger, mysteriously brought. 

With harmony deep and refined, 
In language of feeling and music of thought, 

Those numbers were heard in his hiind : 
Then quick beat the puke which had languidly crept. 

And sent through his veins a spring-tide ; 
It seem'd as the harp of a seraph were swept 

By a spirit that sung at his side. 

All ceased in a moment, and nothing was heard. 

And nothing was seen, through the wood, 
But the twittering cry of a fugitive bird, 

And the sunset that blazed on the flood : 
He rose, for the shadows of evening grew long, 

And narrow the glimpses between ; 
The owl in his ambush was whooping his song. 

And the gossamer glanced on the green. 

Oft pausing, and hearkening, and turning his eye. 

He left the sequestered retreat ; 
As the stars in succession awoke through the sky. 

And the moon of the harvest shone sweet ; 
So pure was her lustre, so lovely and bright, 

So soft on the landscape it lay, 
The shadows appear*d but the slumber of light. 

And the night-scene a dream of the day. 

He walked to the mansion, — ^though silent his tongue, 

And his heart with its fulness opprest. 
His spirit within him melodiously sung 

The feelings that throbb'd in his breast : 
— " Oh ! ye, who inherit this privileged spot ! 

All blooming like Eden of yore, 
What earth can afford is already your lot. 

With the promise of * life evermore.' 

" Here, oft as to strangers your table is spread. 

May angels sit down at your board ; 
Here, oft as the poor by your bounty are fed. 

Be charity shown to your Lord ; 



THE LILY. 



Thus walking with God in your paradise here, 

In humble communion of love, 
At length may your spirits, when He shall appear, 

Be caught up to glory above." 



THE LILY. 

^ TO A fOUNG LADY, E. P. 

Flower of light, forget thy birth. 
Daughter of the sordid earth. 
Lift the beauty of thine eye 
To the blue ethereal sky ! 

While thy graceful buds unfold 
Silver petals starr'd with gold, 
Let the bee among thy bells 
Rifle their ambrosial cells. 
And the nimble-pi niori'd air 
Waft thy breath to heaven like prayer. 
Cloud and sun alternate shed 
Gloom or glory round thine head ; 
Mom impearl thy leaves with dews. 
Evening lend them rosy hues. 
Noon with snow-white splendour bless. 
Night with glow-worm jewels dress. 
— ^Thus fulfil thy summer-day. 
Spring, and flourish, and decay ; 
Live a life of fragrance, — then 
Disappear, — to rise again, 
W^en thy sisters of the vale 
Welcome back the nightingale. 

So may she, whose name I write, 
Be herself a flower of light, 
Live a life of innocence, 
Die to be transplanted hence 
To that garden in the skies, 
Where the lily never dies. 



1890. 



MWrPJiAJIOWi FO] 



THE SKY-LABK. 

(ADVKUnO TO A FUEMB.) 

Ob kMflif Mt itagtaff at 4iytoMk, ivtaff a *MF ftwi, «■ Iks nui or 
fjy Ml^ wMte tksMHkorwu m tnwl, bctweaa MtkaMBtnmL 

O WASH away the gioomy night. 

With nmaic make the welkin ring. 

Bird of the dawn ! — On joyful wing, i 

Soar thiongh thine element of light, i 

Till naught in heayen mine eye can see. 

Except the morning star and thee. 

O welcome in the cheeifol day ! 

Thioogh rosy ckmds the shades letiie. 

The son hath tooch'd thy plnmes with fiie, 
And girt thee with a golden ray : 

Now shi^ and voice are vanish'd qinle, | 

Nor eye nor ear can track thy ffighL 

Could I translate thy stmins, and give 

Words to thy notes in human tongue, 

The sweetest lay that e'er I song. 
The lay that would the kmgest live, 

I might record upon this page, 

And sing thy song from age to age. 

Bat speech of mine can ne^er reveal 

Secrets so freely told above, 

Yet is their burden joy and love, 
And all the Uiss a bard can feel, 

Whose wing in heaven to earth is bound. 

Whose home and heart are on the ground. 

Unlike the lark be thou, my friend ! 

No downward cares thy thoughts engaga. 



THE FIXED STARS. 



But in thine house 6f pilgrimage, 
Though from the ground thy sdngs ftscend, 
Still be tlieit btfrdeti joy and lore : 
— ^Heav^ is thy home, thy heart above. 



THE ntED STARS. 

Reion in your heaven, ye stars of light ! 

Beyond this troubled scene ; 
With you, fair orbs ! there is no night, 

EternaUy serene, 
Each casts around its tranquil way, 
The radiaiice of its own cleiEfr day ; 
Yet not unborrow'd. — What are ye ? 
Mirrors of Deity : 
My soul, in your reflective rays. 
Him whom no eye hath seen surveys, 
As I behold (himself too bright for view) 
The sun in every drop of dew. 

The gloom that btings, through evening stties, 

Ybtct beauty from the deep ; 
The etotrds that hide you from 6at eyes ; 

The storms that tftem to efweep 
Your scattered train, likd vessels tost 
On ocean's waves, t)0# seen, nblv loiit ; 
— ^Belong to our inferior ball. 
Ye shine fl^ve them all : 
Your splemdbur noon eclipses not. 
Nor night rieveab, nor vapotif^ blot ; 
O'er us, not you, these changes dome'tind pftsb ; 
Ye navigate a sea of glass. 

35 
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Thus, on their hyaline above, 

In constellations stand 
The tribes redeemed by sovereign love : 

— Crown'd and with harp in hand. 
They sing before the great I AM, 
The song of Moses and the Lamb ; 
Returning in perpetual streams 
His own all-lightening beams. 
Theirs be thy portion, O my soul ! 
That while heaven's years self-circling roll, 
I may, among the ransom*d — they in me. 
And I in them, — God's image see. 

ISM. 



A CRY FROM SOUTH AFRICA; 

CHi bvildlDg • Chapel at Cape Tovro, for the Nesro Slave* of the coloDy, in IflM. 

Afric, from her remotest strand, 

Lifts to high heaven one fettered hand. 

And to the utmost of her chain 

Stretches the other o'er the main : 

Then, kneeling 'midst ten thousand slaves. 

Utters a cry across the waves, 

Of power to reach to either pole. 

And pierce, like conscience, through the soul, 

Though dreary, faint, and low' the sound. 

Like life-blood gurgling from a wound. 

As if her heart, before it broke, 

Had found a human tongue, and spoke. 

" Britain ! not now I ask of thee 
Freedom, the right of bond and free ; 
Let Mammon hold, while Mammon can, 
The bones and blood of living man ; 
Let tyrants scorn, while tyrants dare. 
The shrieks and writhings of despair; 



A CBY FROM SOUTH AFRICA. *tl 

An end tvill come — ^it will not wait. 
Bands, yokes, and scourges have their date. 
Slavery itself must pass away. 
And be a tale of yesterday. 

But now I urge a dearer claim, 
And urge it by a mightier name : 
Hope of the world ! on thee I call. 
By the great Father of us all. 
By the Redeemer of oui; race. 
And by the Spirit of all grace, 
Turn not, Britannia, from my plea ; 
— So help thee God as thou help'st me ! 
Mine outcast children come to light 
From darkness, and go down in night ; 
— >A night of more mysterious gloom 
Than that which wrapt them in the womb : 
Oh I that the womb had been the grave 
Of every being bom a sMve ! 
Oh ! that the grave itself might close 
The slave's unutterable woes ! 
But what beyond that gulf may be. 
What portion in eternity. 
For those who live to curse their breath. 
And die without a hope in death, 
I know not, aiid I dare not think ; 
Yet, while I shudder o'er the brink 
Of that unfathomable deep. 
Where wrath lies chain'd and judgments deep, 
To thee, thou paradise of isles I 
Where mercy in full glory smiles ; 
Eden of lands ! o'er all the rest 
By blessing others doubly blest, 
— ^To thee I lift my weeping eye ; 
Send me the Gospel or I die ; 
The word of Christ's salvation give. 
That I may hear his voice and live. 
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SPEED THE PROW. 

Not the skip that swiftest saileth, 
But which longest holds her way 

Onward, onward, never faileth. 
Storm and calm, lo win the day ; 

Earliest she the haven gains. 

Which the hardest stress sustains. 

O'er life'4 ocean, vide and paihlawt 
Thus would I witb pftience steer ; 

No yaii^ t^pe of joun^yiug acatUosot 
{<Q pxcmd bQ«^t lo fefie. down feu ; 

Darl( or briglut hi«. Pj^ovid^nce, 

Trust in Qod be lOfF defeiMGe. 

Time there was, — 'tis so no longer,—^ 

When I crowded every sail. 
Battled with the waives, and strpu^r 

Grew, as stronger grew the gale ; 
But my strength sunk with the wind, 
And the sei^ lay dead bethind. 

There m^p haik had fbnnder'd surely. 

But a Power invisible 
Bmdied upon me;-^hen secuiely. 

Borne along the gradual swell. 
Helm, and shrouds> and heart renewed, 
I my humbler course pursued. 

Now, though evening shadows blackeiju 
And no star comeS: through the gloovi, 

On I move, nor will I riacken 
Sail, though verging towards the tcm^h; 

Bright beyond,— -on heaven's high strand, 

Lo, the lighthouse ! — land, land, land I 
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Cloud and sunshine, wind and weather, 

Sense and sight are fleeing fast ; 
Time and tide must fail together, 

Life and death will soon be past ; 
But where day's last spark declines. 
Glory everlasting shines.. 

1834. 



THE CHOLERA MOUNT. 

UNES ON THE BURYINa-PLAC£ FOK PATIENTS WHO DIED OF CBOLEEA 
MOHBUS; A FLEASANT EMINENCE IN SHEFFIELD FARE. 

Written during the prevalence of the disease in 1833, and while great terror of 
infection from it was experienced throughout the Icingdom, sanctioned by legis- 
lative authority, requiring the separate interment of its unfortunate victims. 

In deatK divided from their dearest kin, 
This is " a field to bury strangers in :" 
Fragments, from families untimely reft. 
Like spoils in flight, or limbs in battle reft. 
Lie here ; — a sad community, whose bones 
Might feel, methinks, a pang to quicken stones ; 
While from beneath my feet they seem to cry, 
" Oh ! is it naught to you, ye passers by ! 
When from its earthly house the spirit fled. 
Our dust might not be • free among the dead V 
Ah ! why were we to this Siberia sent, 
Doom*d in the grave itself to banishment V* 

Shuddering humanity asks, " Who are these ? 
And what their crime ?" — They fell by one disease! 
By the blue pest, whose gripe no art can shun, 
No force unwrench, out-singled one by one ; 
When, like a monstrous birth, the womb of fate 
Bore a new death of unrecorded date. 
And doubtful name. — ^Far east the fiend begun 
Its course ; thence round the world pursued the sun, 

an* 



4U MIWEUAKSOIW POEM*. 

The ghosts of q^QP^ &llowi9g at ijbftbackt 
Whose desecrated gntves betray'd their txack^ 
On Albion's shores uoaeea the invader steptt^ 
Secret and swiA thzQUg^ field and city sw^ ; 
At noon, at midnight^ wiied the weak, the stiong^ 
Asleep, awake, alone, amid the throng; 
KillM like a murderer ; fix*d its icy hold. 
And wrung out life with agony of cold ; 
Nor stay'd its vengeance where it crush'd the prey, 
But set a mark, like Cain's, upon their clay. 
And this tremendous seal impress'd on all, 
** Bury me out of sight and out of call." 

Wherefore no filial foot this turf may tread. 
No kneeling mother kiss her baby's bed ; 
No maiden unespoused, with widow'd sighs. 
Seek her soul's treasure where her true love lies : 

>A.1] Q(aad aloof, and eye this mount from &r, 
As penie-stncken crowds some baleful star. 
Strange to the heavens, that* with bewilder'd Ughty* 
Like a lost spirit wanders through the night. 

Yet many a mourner weeps her fallen state. 
In many a home by these left desolate. 
Once warm with love, and radiajDt with the smilea 
Of woman, watching in&nts at their wiles. 
Whose eye of thought, when now they throng hmr 
Pictures far other scene than that she sees. 
For one is wanting,— one, for whose dear saket 
Her heart for very tenderness would ache. 
As now with anguish, — doubled when she spies 
In this his lineaments, in th;^ his eyes. 
In each his iniage with her own commix'd. 
And tl^re, a\ least, through life their union fix'dt 

Humanity again asks, '* Who are these ? 
And what their crlnie ?"-^They fell by ant diaeaai 
Not by the Proteus-maladies that strike 
Man into nothingness, not twioe alike ; 
But when th^y knock'd for enti^ance at the tomb. 
Their fathprs' bones refused to make them room ; 
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Recoiling Nature from their presence fled, 

As though a thunderbolt had smote them dead ; 

Their cries pursued her with tke thrilling plea, 

*• Give us a little earth for charity 1" 

She linger'd, listened, all her bosom yeamM, 

Through every vein the mother's pulse returned ; 

Then, as she halted on this hill, she threw 

Her mantle wide, and loose her tresses flew : 

"Live !" to the slain, she cried, "My children, live ! 

This for an heritage to you I give ; 

Had death consumed you by the common lot, 

You with the multitude had been forgot, 

Now through an age of ages shall ye no^.*' 

Thus Nature spake, and as her echo, I 
Take up her parable, and prophesy : 
— ^Here, as from spring to spring the swallows pass. 
Perennial daisies shall adorn the grass ; 
Here the shrill sky-lark build her annual nest. 
And sing in heaven while 3^ou serenely rest : 
On trembling dew-drops mom's first glance shall shine. 
Eve's latest beams on this fair bank decline. 
And oft the rainbow steaV through light and gloom, 
To throw its sudden arch across your tomb ; 
On you the moon her sweetest influence shower. 
And every planet bless you in its hour. 

With statelier honours still, in time's sbw ro«nd. 
Shall this sepulchral eminence be crown'd. 
Where geneiEdoos long to come shall hail 
The growth of centuries waving in the gale, 
A forest landmark on the mountain's head, 
Standing betwixt the living aind the dead ; 
Nor while your language lasts, shall traveller cease 
To say, at sight of your memorial, " Peace P^ 
Tour voice of silence answering from the sod, 
" Whoever thou arU prepare to meet thy €hdl*** 
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TO MARY. 

Maet !-^t is a Wely name, 

Thrice honour'd in the rolls of fame. 

Not for the Uazonry of births 

Nor honours springing from the earth, 

But what evangelists have told 

Of three, who bare that name of old : 

— ^Mary, the mother of our Lord, 

Mary, who sat to hear his word. 

And Mary Magdalen, to whom 

Christ came, while weeping o'er his tomb ; 

These to that humble name supply 

A glory which can never die. 

Mary ! my prayer for you shall be, 
— ^May you resemble all the three 
In faith, and hope, and charity. 



SHORT-HAND. 

STANZAS ADDRESSED TO E. P. 

These lines and dots are locks and keys. 
In narrow space to treasure thought. 

Whose precious hoards, whene'er you please, 
Are thvis to light from darkness brought. 

On the small tablet of your heart, 
By heaven's own finger be engraved. 

Within, without, through every part. 

The " words whereby you must be saved." 

There the bright pages of God's book. 

In secret characters may lie, 
Where you alone have power to look. 

While hid from man and angel's eye. 



TO GEORGE BKNITXT, ESQ. 



Could nature's myateries all be found* 
Unbosom'd, where the btlle^wa roll. 

In flowers embroider'd o'er the ground, 
By stars emblazon'd round the pote ;— 

Less were the sum of truth reveal'd. 

Through heaven, and earth, and sea eiqpress'd. 
Than would be written* signed, and seal*d. 

Once and for ever, in your breast. 



TO MY FBISirD, 

GEORGE BENNET, ESO., 

07 SHEFFIELD, 

On tail Intended Tiiit to Tahiti, and oiker Iriaadi of th* 0oatli Set, wlwn 
Chriatiapity had been recently eatabliilMd. 

Go, take the wings of mom. 

And fly beyond the utmost sea ; 
Thou shah not feel thyself fodom, 

Thy God is still with thee ; 
And where his Spirit bids thee dweO, 
There, and there only, thou art well. 

FoxBtlkB thy father-land. 

Kindred, and friends, and pleasant home ; 
0*er many a rude, barbarian strand. 

In exile though thou roam. 
Walk there with God, and thou shalt find 
Double for all thy faith resigned. 

Launch boldly on the surge, 

And in a light and fragile bark. 
Thy path through flood and tempest ntg^ 

Like Noah in the ark. 
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Then tread like him a new world's shore, 
Thine altar build, and God adore. 

Leave our Jerusaleni, 

Jehovah's temple and his rest ; 
Go where no Sabbath rose on them, 

Whom pagan gloom oppress'd, 
Till bright, though late, around their isles. 
The Gospel-dawn awoke in smiles. 

Amidst that dawn, from far. 
Be thine expected presence shown ; 

Rise on them like the morning star 
In glory not thine own, 

And tell them, while they hail the sight, 

TFho tum'd thy darkness into Hght. 

Point where his hovering rays 
Already gild their ocean's brim, 

Erelong o'er heaven and earth to blaze ; 
Direct all eyes to Him, 

-—The sun of righteousness, who brings 

Mercy and healing on his wings. 

Nor thou disdain to teach 

To savage hordes celestial truth. 

To infant-tongues thy mother's speech 
Ennobling arts to youth, 

Till warriors fling their arms aside. 

O'er bloodless fields the plough to guide. 

IVain them, by patient toil, 

«To rule the waves, subdue the ground. 
Enrich themselves with natui^'s spoil, 

With harvest-trophies crown'd. 
Till co'^l-reefs, midst desert seas, 
Become the new Hesperides. 

Thus then in peace depart. 

And angels guide thy footsteps : — "So 1 



TO GEORGE BENNET, ESQ. 



There is a feeling in the heart, 

That will not let thee go : 
Yet go, — ^thy spirit stays with me ; 
Yet go, — my spirit goes with thee. 

Though the broad world, between 
Our feet, conglobe its solid mass ; 

Though lands and oceans intervene, 
Which I must never pass ; 

Though day and night to thee be changed. 

Seasons reversed, and climes estranged ; 

Yet one in soul, — and one 

In faith, and hope', and purpose yet, 
Gron's witness in the heavens, yon sun, 

Forbid thee to forget 
Those from whose eyes his orb retires. 
When thine his morning beauty fires ! 

When tropic gloom returns, 

Mark what new stars their vigils keep. 
How glares the wolf, — the phoenix bums. 

And on a stormless deep. 
The ship of heaven, — the patriarch's dove, 
The emblem of redeeming love.* 

While these enchant thine eye. 

Oh ! think how often we have waik'd, 

Gazed on the glories of our sky. 
Of higher glories talk'd. 

Till our hearts caught a kindling ray. 

And burn'd within us by the way. 

Those hours, those walks are past, 

We part ; — and ne'er again may meet ; 

Why are the joys that will not last 
So perishingly sweet ? 

Farewell, — ^we surely meet again 

In life or death ; — farewell till then. 

; Jtdreh 10, 1821. 



• Tke eroflf, the dove, the phcenix, the wolf, are southern constellatkNM. 



ONE WARNING MORE. 

WIITRH POE PICT RIBU T H MI ON A RACK COmUfB, 1894. 

One f«rv«iit, IkUliAil warnlBf more 
To mm wlw lw«ded none bdbre. 

The fly around the candle wheels, 

Enjoys the sport, and gaily sings. 
Till nearer, nearer borne, he feels 

The flame like lightning singe his wings ; 
Then weltering in the gulf below he lies. 
And limb by limb, scorch'd miserably, dies. 

From bough to bough the wild bird hops. 
Where late he caroll'd blithe and free, 

But downward, downward, now he drops, 
Faint, fluttering, helpless from the tree. 

Where, stretched below, with eye of deadly ray, 

The eager rattle-snake expects his prey. 

Thou, child of pleasure, art the fly. 
Drawn by the taper's dazzling glare ; 

Thou art the bird that meets an eye. 
Alluring to the serpent's snare ; 

Oh ! stay : — is reason lost ?^8 conscience dumb ? 

Be wwe, be wam'd, escape the wrath to come. 

Not swifter o'er the level course. 

The racer glances to the goal. 
Than thou, with blind and headbng force 

Art running on — ^to lose thy soul ; 
Then, though the world were won, how dear the cost ! 
Can the whole world ayail a ^irit lost ? 

Death, on his pale horse, following fast, 
Gains on thy speed, — ^with hell behind ; 

Fool ! all thy yesterdays are past, 
To-morrow thou wilt never find ; 

To-day is hastening to eternity ; 

<< This night thy soul shall be required of thee.*' 
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A RIDDLE. 

ADimsaSBD TO £. Bn 1M». 

I KNOW not who these lines may see ; 
I know not what these h'nes will be ; 
But, since a word in season sent, 
As from a bow at hazard bent, 
May reach a roving eye, or dart 
Conviction to a careless heart. 
Oh ! that an arrow I could find 
In the small quiver of my mind, 
Which, with unerring aim, shouU strike 
Each, who encounters it, alike ! 

Reader ! attention ! — I will spring 
A wondrous thought ; 'tis on the wing ; 
Guard well your heart, you guard in vain, 
The wound is made, yet gives no pain ; 
Surprise may make your cheek to ^ow, 
But, courage ! none but you can know ; 
The thought, awaken'd by my spell, 
Is more than I myself can tell. 
How ?— search the chamber of your breasi. 
And think of that which you love beet ! 
I've raised the spirit, but cannot lay if, 
Your secret found, but can't betray k. 
So, ask yourself, — " What will thh be, 
A thoassnd ages hence, to me ?** 
And if it will not stand the fire. 
In which all nature shall expire. 
Think,— ere these rhymes aside are cast»^ 
As though the thought might be yoox hsl, 
*< Where riurll I find below, above, 
An ob^t worthy of toy tove ?" 

Now hearken, and forget it never, — 
Ijove that which you may love for ever. 

3U 
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THE TOMBS OF THE FATHERS. 

fit i««i occMkMimlly hold • « Botomn AMembly » in the ▼illey of Jaliottap^ 
tiM udont burtel-ptece of Jerowlem. They ire obliged to pay a hoavy tax ibe 
the prhrftef* of that noorataif , In ■tfllntit, at the teptlehcat of thtir aaettton. 

Part L 

In Babylon they sat and wept, 
Down by the rhrer's willowy side ; s 

And when the bieeze their harp-strings swept, 
The strings of breaking hearts replied : 
—A deeper sorrow now they hide ; 

No C3rras comes to set them free 

From ages of captivity. 

All lands are Babylons to them, 

Exiles and fugitives they roam ; 
What is their own Jerusalem ? 

—The place where they are least at home ! 

Yet hither from all climes they come ; 
And pay their gold, for leave tor shed 
Tears o'er the generations fled. 

Around, the eternal mountains stand, 
With Hinnom's darkling vale between ; 

Old Jordfem wanders through the land. 
Blue Carmel's sea-ward crest is seen, 
And Lebanon yet sternly green 

Throws, when the evening sun declines. 

Its cedar-shades, in lengthening lines. 

But, ah ! for ever vanish'd hence, 
The temple of the living God, 

Once Zion's glory and defence ! 
-^Now mourn beneath the oppressor's rod, 
The fields which faithful Abraham trod, 

Where Isaac walk'd by twilight gleam. 

And heaven came down on Jacob's dream. 



THE TOMBS OF THE FATHEBS. 



For ever mingled with the soil, 
Those annies of the Lord of Hosts, 

That conquerM Canaan, shared the spoil, 
duell'd M oab's pride, storm'd Midlands posts. 
Spread paleness through Philistia's coasts, 

And taught the foes, whose idols feU, 

*• There is a God in Israel." 

Now, David's tabernacle .gone, 

What mighty builder shall restore ! 

The golden throne of Sol(»non, 
And ivory palace are no more ; 
The Psalmist's song, the Preacher's lore. 

Of all they wrought, alone remain 

Unperish'd trophies of their reign. 

Holy and beautiful of old, 

Was Zion 'midst her princely bowers ; 
Besiegers trembled to behold 

Bulwarks that set at naught their powers ; 

-— &wept from the earth are all her towers ; 
Nor is there—so was she bereft- 
One stone upon another left. 

The very site whereon she stood. 
In vain the eye, the foot would trace ; 

Vengeance, for saints' and martyrs' blood. 
Her walls did utterly deface ; 
Dungeons and dens usurp their place ; 

The cross and crescent shine afar. 

But where is Jacob's natal start 

Part IL 

Still inexterminable, still 

Devoted to their mother-land. 

Her ofipring haunt the temple-hiU, 
Amidst her. desecration stand. 
And bite the lip, and clench the hand ; 



-~To-day in |hat lone vsle tfaey w«6p» 
Where paUiMchsy idngSy and propheli sleap. 

Ha ! what a spectacle of wo ! 

In groups they settle on the ground ; 
Men, women, children gathering slow, 

Sink down in revexie profound ; 

There is no voice, no speech, no sound, 
But through the shuddering frame is thxowa 
The heart's uautteiabk groan. 

Entranced they sit, nor seem to breathe, 
Themselves like spectres from the dead ; 

Where shrined in rocks above, beneath, 
With clods along the valley spread. 
Their ancestors, each on his bed. 

Repose, till at the judgment-day. 

Death and the grave give up their prey. 

Before their eyes, as in a glass, 
— Tfaevr eytM that gaae on Taeancy*— 

Pagonits of ancient grandeur pass. 
But, ^ Ichabod" on all ihey see 
Brands Israel's foul apostasy ; 

— ^Then last and worst, and crowning all 

Their crimes and sufferings — Salem's M. 

Nor breeae, nor Urd, nor palm^ree etifa, 
Kedron's unwater'd brook is dumb ; 

But through the glen of sepulchres 
Is heard the city's fervid hum. 
Voices of dogs and children come : 

Till loud and long the medzin's* cry. 

From Omar's mosque, peals round the sky. 

Blight through their veins those accents send; 
In agony of mute despair, . 



* More properly ** muedhin*B,*' the person wboM buiineM it li to caU the Mio- 
IwnmedaM to prajrer ; no Mis being used by tliem for that purpote. 
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Their garments, as by stealth, they rend ; 

Unconsciously they pluck their hair ; 

— This is the Moslem's hoar of prayer! 
'Twas Judah's once, — ^but fane and priest, 
Altar and sacrifice, have ceased. • 

And by the Grentiles, in their pride, 

Jerusalem is trodden down : 
— ^** How long ? — ^for ever wilt thou hide 

Thy face, O Lord ; — for ever frown ? 

Israel was once thy glorious crown, 
In sight of all the nations worn ; 
Now from thy brow in anger torn. 

*< Zion, forsaken and forgot. 

Hath felt thy stroke, and owns it just : 

O God, our God ! reject us not,* 
Her sons take pleasure in her dust : 
How is the fine gold dimm'd with rust ! 

The city throned in gorgeous state, 

How doth she now sit desolate ! 

" Where is thine oath to David sworn ? 

We by the winds like chaff are driven: 
Yet unto us a child is bom, 

Yet unto us a Son is given ; 

His throne is as the days of Heaven : 
When shcdl He come to our release, 
The mighty GroD, the Prince of Peace ?" 

Part IH. 

Thus blind with unbelief they cry, 
But hope revisits not their glooms ; 

Seal'd are the words of prophecy, 
Seal'd as the secrets of yon tombs. 
Where all is dark, — though nature blooms. 

Birds sing, streams murmur, heaven above, 

And earth around, are life, light, love. 
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The sun goes down ;— die moarniiig crowdst 
Re-quioken'd, as firom shiinber stait ; 

They met in siknce here like clouds. 
Like clouds in silence they depart : 
Still cliqgs the thought to every heart, 

Still from their lips escapes in sighs, 

— " By whom shall Jacoh yet arise ?" 

By whom shall Jacob yet arise ? 

* — ^Eyen by the Power that wakes the dead : 

He whom your &thers did despise, 

He who for you on Calvary bled. 

On Zion shsdl his ensign spread ; 

— Captives ! by all the world enslaved, 

Know your Redeemer, and be saved ! 

18». 



THE SUN-FLOWER. 



Eagle of flowers ! I see thee stand. 

And on the son's noon-glory gaze ; 
With eye like his, thy lids expand. 

And fringe their disk with golden rays: 
Though fix'd on earth, in darkness rooted theve, 
Light is thine element, thy dwelling air, 
Thy prospect heaven. 

So would mine eaglenroul descry. 

Beyond the path where planets run, 
The light of immortality, 

The splendour of creation's sun ; 
Though sprung from earth, and hastening to the tomb. 
In hope a flower of paradise to bloom, 
I look to heaven. 

1834. 
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FOR J. S., 



A PASiJIRLE TO H£R ALBUX. 

** Ut pktura poesis.'*— Ror. De ArU Poetieot v. 861. 

Two lovely sisters here unite 

To blend improvement with delight, — 

Painting and Poetry engage 

To deck by turns the varied page. 

Here every glowing picture he 
The quintessence of poesy, 
With skill so exquisitely wrought 
As if the colours were pure thought, 
— ^Thought, irom the bosom's inmost cell* 
By magic tints made visible, 
That, while the eye admires, the miiid» 
As in a glass, itself may find. 

And may the Poet's verse, alike. 
With all the power of painting strike, 
So freely, so divinely trace 
In every line, " the line of grace," 
And beautify with such sweet art 
The image-chamber of the heart. 
That Fancy here may gaze her fill. 
Forming fresh scenes and shapes at will, 
Where silent woods alone appear. 
Or, borrowing voice, but touch the ear. 

Yet humble Prose with these shall standy 
Friends, kindred, comrades, hand in i and. 
All in this fair enclosure meet, * 
The lady of the book to greet, 
And, with the pen or pencil, make 
7'he leaves love-tokens for her sake. 
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TO CYNTHIA: 

A yowif Lidj, unkBOWB to tbt Author, who, by letUr, reqaosttd ** a wUa 
^ ft few lines in liis handwriting." 

Spirits in heaven can interchange 
Thoughts without voice or sound ; 
Spirits on earth at will can range, 
Wherever man is found ; 
Their thoughts (as silent and as fleet 
As summer lightnings in the west, 
When evening sinks to glorious rest,) 
In written symbols meet. 

The motion of a feather darts 
The secrets of sequester*d hearts 
To kindred hearts afar ; 
As, in the stillness of the night, 
duick rays of intermingling light 
Sparkle from star to star. 

A spirit to a spirit speaks. 
Where these few letters stand ; 
Strangers alike, — ^the younger seeks 
A token from the hand. 
That traced an unpretending song, 
Whose numbers won her gentle soul, 
While, like a mountain-rill, they stole 
In trembling harmony along : — 
What shall the poet's spirit send 
To his unseen, unseeing friend ? 
— A wish as pure as e'er had birth 
In thought or language of this earth. 

Cynthia is young, — ^may she be old ; 
And fair no doubt,— may she grow wrinkled ; 
Her locks, in verse at least, are gold. 
May they turn silver, thinly sprinkled ; 
The rose her cheek, the fire her iye, 
Youth, health, and strength successive fly, 
And in the end, — may Cynthia die ! 



ON A WATCH-POCKET. 



" Unkind ! inhunuin !" — Stay your tears ; 
I only wish you length of yean ; 
And wish them still, with all their woes, 
And all their blessings,, till the close ; 
For hope and fear, with anxious strife. 
Are wrestlers in the ring of life. 
And yesterday, to-day, to-morrow 
Are but alternate joy and sorrow. 

Now mark the sequel : — ^may your mind, 
In wisdom's paths, true pleasure find, 
Grow strong in virtue, rich in truth, 
And year by year renew its youth ; 
Till, in the last triumphant hour. 
The spirit shall the^e^A o'erpower, 
TViis from its sufferings gain release. 
And that take wing, and part in peace. 



ON A WATCH-POCKET 

WORKED mr A. L. 

WrruiN this curious case. 
Time's sentinel I place. 
Who, while calm, unconscious slumber 
Shuts creation from mine eyes. 
Through the silent gloom shall number 
Every moment as it flies, 
And record, at dawn of day. 
Thrice ten4housaod past away. 
On each of these, my breath 
May pause 'twixt life and death. 
By a subtler line depending 
Than the ray of twinkling light. 
Which the smallest star is sending. 
Every instant, through the night ; 
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Yea, on films more finely spun, 
All things hang, beneath the sun. 

Rapt through a wildering dream, 
Awake in sleep I seem ; 
Sorrow wrings my soul with anguish, 
Joy expands my throbbing breast ; 
Now, o'erwhelm'd with care, I languish, 
Now serene and tranquil rest ; 
— Morning comes, and all between 
Is as though it ne'er had been. 

But Time has daylight hours, 
And man, immortal powers ; 
Waking joy and sleepless sorrow. 
Worldly care and heavenly peace ; 
Life, renew'd with every morrow, 
Not in death itself shall cease ; 
Man, through all eternity. 
What he here hath been shall be. 

May she, whose skilful hand 
This fairy net-work plann'd, 
Still, in innocent employment. 
Far from vanity and vice. 
Seek the Pearl of pure enjoyment. 
On her path to Paradise ; 
Time, for earth or heaven, employed, 
(Both have claims) is time en joy 'd. 

Each day to her, in flight. 
Bequeath a gem at night ; 
Some sweet. hope, .some hallow'd pleasure^ 
From rememlH^nce ne'er to part : 
Hourly blessings swell the treasure 
Hidden in her grateful heart. 
And may every mcanent past 
Leave a ray to gild her last 

18SL 



AN INFANT'S ALBUM. 

,. H* R. to her Friends and Contributors, written to ftccoxnpany ber Portrait, i 
the bef inning of the Book. 

Now look upon my face, and say, 
If you can turn your eyea away. 
Nor grant the little boon I ask. 
As if it were some mighty task. 

What is it ? — Only take your pen, 
Look wise, and think a moment, — then 
Write any thing, to which, for shame, 
You need not fear to put your name ; 
Or, with the pencil's curious skill, 
Ehraw flowers, birds, figures, — ^what you will ; 
I, like my elders and my betters. 
Love pictures quite as well as letters. 
Thus, page by page, my album store, 
Till it an album be no more, 
But, richly fiU'd, from end to end. 
On every leaf present a Friend. 

Now look upon my &ce, and see 
Yourself, your very self, in me ; 
Were you not once as mild and meek. 
With lip demure, and plump round cheek I 
Did you not sometimes, too, look sly 
Out of the comer of your eye, 
As if you held an infant's jest. 
Like a bird fluttering, to your breast, 
Which wanted but an inch of wing, 
Up through the air to soar and sing ? 
So I can feign to hide a joke, 
And be as arch as graver folk. 

Well, time runs on, and I, you know. 
As tall and -stout as you may grow, 
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Nay, more unlike my portrait here, 
Than you just now like me appear. 
Ah ! then, if I must change so fest, 
What will become of me at last ? 
— ^A poor, old woman of fourscore ! 
That's a long way to look before, 
So I would learn of you, meanwhile, 
How best the journey to beguile. 
Look in my face again, you'll find 
The album of an infant's mind, 
Unsoil'd by care, unworn by grief. 
Like new-fcdPn snow each maiden-leaf, 
On which, if not in Hack and white. 
In lines eternal, you may write 
All that is lovely, pure, and good 
To be possess'd or understood. 

Then, in ihia volume, as it lie^^ 
TVace words and pictures to my ey<!t§t 
Which, thence, their mystic way may nnd, 
Into that fdbum of my mind, 
And there impress each opening page, 
With thoughts for childhood, youth, and age ; 
Breathe a sweet spirit through the whde, 
That, like a soul within my soul. 
Shall, by tile eariy impulse given, 
Guide me on earth, and Ining to heiiren. 
Let e-'ery leaf unfold a tejrt, 
Efthe. ferr tfds world or the next ; 
To lear* tf each, Fm nothing loth, 
They teu me I ^vas bom for both. 
Let mirth with innocence combine. 
And human knowledgo aid divine. 

Thus form'd by it, a ad it by you. 
This Book shall render each their due ; 
For whouo peeps therein may start. 
As though he look'd into my heart : 
And if he did, you must beware, 
That he would see your image there ; 



TO MARGARET. 



^ 



Then grant the boon with such a grace, 
That you may have a good, waj m place : 
—Walk in, walk in ; my heart, though small. 
Is large enough to hold you all. 

1828. 



TO MARGARET; 



A Uttl« girl, who begged to have some verses from the author, at Scarborough, 
in 1814. 

Margaret ! we never met before, 
And, Margaret ! we may meet no more ; 
What shall I say at parting ? 
Scarce half a moon has run her race, 
Since first I saw your fairy-face, 
Around this gay and giddy plac«<. 
Sweet smiles and blushes darting; ; 
Yet from my soul, I frankly tell, 
I cannot help but wish you well. 

I dare not wish you stores of v^ealth, 
A troop of friends, unfailing heal' h. 
And freedom from affliction ; 
I dare not wish you beauty's prize. 
Carnation lips, and bright blue eyes, 
These look through tears, those br« «the in sighs ;— • 
Hear then my benediction ; 
Of these good gifts be you posses. 
Just in the measure God sees bept. 

But, little Margaret, may you be 
All that His eye delights to see, 
All that He loves and blesses ; 
The Lord in darkness be your Lght, 
Your help in need, your shield in fight, 
Your comfort in distresses ; 
Your hope through every future breath* 
And your eternal joy in death ! 
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THE BLANK LEAF, 

Faie page ! the eye that looks on thee 
Ere long shall slumber in the dust. 

And wake no more, until it see 
The resurrection of the just : 

— ^May He, to whmn that eye belongs, 

Join their assembly and their songs. 

Whose is that eye ? — Just now *tis mine, 

But, reader ! when thou look'st 'tis thine. 

18I5. 



THE GNAT. 



- Wrtttenwitli pencil round an insect of that liind, wbicb had been tcddentalljr 
cnubed, and remained fixed on a blank page of a Lady*a Albim. 

Lie here embalm'd, from age to age ; 
This is the album's noblest page. 
Though every glowing leaf be fraught 
With painting, poetry, and thought ; 
Where tracks of mortal hands are seen, 
A hand invisible hath been. 
And left this autograph behind, 
This image from th' etemcd Mind ; 
A work of skill, surpassing sense, 
A labour of Omnipotence ; 
Though frail as dust it meet thine eye. 
He form'd this gnat who built the sky. 

Stop— lest it vanish at thy breath. 
This speck had life, and sufler'd death. 

1833 
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MORNA. 

Macpherson*8 Ossian has had many admirers ; and it cannot be denied, that the 
compositions attributed to the son of Fingal abound with striking imagery, 
heroic sentiment, and hardy expression, the effect of which, on young minds 
especially, may be highly exhilarating for a while. But, independent of the 
obscurity, sameness, and repetition, which were probably characteristic of the 
originals— whatever those originals may have been— the translation is ** done 
into English," in such a *' Babylonish dialect," that, it might be presumed, 
no ear accustomed to the melody of pure prose or the freedom of eloquent 
verse, could endure the incongruities of a style, in which brolien verse of 
various measures, and halting prose of almost unmanageable cadences, com- 
pound sentences as difficult to read and as dissonant to hear, as a strain of 
music would be in execution and effect, if every bar were set to a different 
time and in a different \.By. If for such wild worlEs of imagination a corre- 
sponding diction be desirable, a style letioeen prose and verse, not a heteroge- 
neous Jumbling of both, might perhaps be invented. For this we must liave a 
poetical foundation with a prose superstructure ; the former, that the veliicl« 
of thought may admit of florid embellishment; the latter, that full license may 
be obtained of accommodating, by expansion or contraction, the scope of the 
ideas, unincumbered with rhyme, and unrestricted by infrangible metrical 
trammels. 

The episode of Morna is, perhaps, the most Qruly beautiful and pathetic, as well 
as simple and intelligible, narrative among these rhapsodical productions. 
In the following experiment, which is submitted to the curious, the anapcestie 
foot is adopted as the groundwork, because cadences of that measure lutve 
pec^iliar fluency. There is some difficulty, indeed, to the reader, in hitting 
the right accents at all times, from tlie great laxity of our language in that 
respect, and the carelessness of writers ; yet as this movement admits of the 
utmost variety of subdivisions, and tlie lines may be lengthened or shortened, 
according to the burden of the matter of each, it is well suited to a mode of 
composition, which would blend the harmony of song with the freedom of dis- 
course, if such union were compatible. This, to some extent, has been proved 
practicable in many passages of several English translations of the Psalms 
and the Prophecies, of which a very perfect specimen may be found in the 
Jirst seven verses of the tUnety-Jiftk Psalm, aeeording to the Common Prayer- 
book rendering. When read with simplicity, and the due accent laid upon the 
long" syllables, nothing perhaps in human speech can be quoted more delicately 
implicated than the clauses, or more melodious than the sequence of plain 
Saxon sounds that compose the diction, while the variety of cadence and the 
change of cesura in every turn of the thought is not less admirable. The strain 
passes into entirely another key from' the eighth verse inclusive to the end, 
the theme in fact suggesting a correspondent change to the minstrel's hand, 
when he drops the hortatory preamble, and proceeds to the historical argu- 
ment, or rather, when he gives way abruptly at the sound of the very voice 
to which he is calling upon his hearers to hearken; while Jehovah himself 
from between the cherubim (for the scene is in the temple) speaks out, 
*< Harden not your hearU, as in the provocation • • • • when your fathers 
tempted me, proved ms,and saw my works," j^c., to the fearful close of the 
psalm. 
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Hie following atti.mpt to tame what has been called **prose run road," into 
what may eaally be designated by a phrase not less opprobrious, is made upon 
a principle more strictly rhythmical than the measured style of our ▼emacular 
translations of Hcripture poetry ; and in behalf of it a claim to be received 
with indulgent > by the admirers of Gaelic legends may be fairly preferred, 
■ince the offem e, if it be one, against good taste is not illcely to be imitated, 
nor will the original culprit soon be induced to repeat it, being himself of 
opinion, that tfiough a few pages got up in this manner may not be unpleaaing, 
a volume wqiild be intolerable. 

It may be neccKsary to add, thai this eiperlment on the tale of Morna has not 
been made from Macpberson, but from a version of Fingal, of which a few 
copies only were printed at Edinburgh some years ago, for private eirculatloD. 
Whether the work ha#ever been further published, the present writer knows 
not ; but it appeared to him, on the hasty perusal of a lent copy, preferable to 
the old one. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Cathbat and Morna are lovers. Duchdmar, the rival of Cathbat, having slain :< 
the latter in llie chase, meets Morna, tells her what he has done, and'wooes 
her fer himself. In the course of the interview they fall byeac^i other's hands, 
and die together. — The story is supposed to be related to CuchuIIin, general 
of the tribes of Erin, who, at the conclusion, laments the premature lossoftbe , 
two valiant warriors, and the death of the maiden. 

Cathbat fell by the sword of Duchomar, 
At the oak of the loud-rolling stream ; 
Duchomar came to the cave of the forest. 
And spake to the gentle maid. 

« Morna ! fairest of women ! 
Beautiful daughter of high-bom Cormac ! 
Wherefore alone in the circle of stones, 
Alone at the cave of the mountain ? 
The t)ld oak sounds in the wind, 
That ruffles the distant lake ; 
Black clouds engirdle the glooTmy hori2on ; 
But thou art like snow on the heath ; 
Thy ringlets resemble the light mist of Cromk, 
When It winds round the sides of the hill, 
In the beams of the evening sun." 

" Whence comest thou, sternest of men ?" 
Said the maid of the graceful locks ; 
" Evermore dark was thy brow ; 
Now red is thine eye, and ferocious ; 
Doth Swaram appear on the sea ? 
What tidings from Lochlin ?" 



MORNA. 

** No tidings from Lochlin, O Morna ! 
I come from the mountains ; 
I come from the chase of the fleet-footed hind : 
Three red deer have fallen by my arrows ; 
One fell for thee, fair daughter of Cormac ! 
As my soul do I love thee, white-handed maiden ! 
Clueen of the hearts of men !" 

" Duchomar !" the maiden replied, 
" None of my love is for thee : 
Dark is thine eyebrow, thy bosom is darker. 
And hard as the rock is thine heart : 
But, thou, the dear offspring of Armin, 
Cathbat ! art Moma's love. 
Bright as the sunbeams thy beautiful locks, 
When the mist of the valley is climbing the mountain : 
Saw'st thou the chief, the young hero, . 
Cathbat the brave, in thy course on the hill ? 
The daughter of Cormac the mighty 
Tarries to welcome her love from the field." 

" Long shalt thou tarry, O Morna !" 
Sullenly, fiercely, Duchomar replied : 
" Long shalt thou tarry, O Morna ! 
To welcome the rude son of Armin ! 
Lo ! on this sharp-edged sword. 
Red to the hilt is the life-blood of Cathbat : 
Slain is thine hero, 
By^me he was slain : 
His cairn will I build upon Cromla. 
-—Daughter of blue-shielded Cormac ! 
Turn on Duchomar thine eye." 

"Fallen in death is the brave son of Armin?*' 
The maiden exclaim'd with the voice of love : 
" Fallen in death on the pine*crested hill ? 
The loveliest youth of the host ! 
Of heroes the first in the chase ! 
The direst of foes to the sea-roving stranger ! — 
Dark is Duchomar in wrath ; 
Deadl}'' his arm to m? ; 

• 37* 
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Foe unto Morna ! — ^but lend me thy weapon, 
Cathbat I loved, and I love his blood/* 

He yielded the sword to her tears ; 
She plunged the red blade through his side ; ^ 
He fell by the stream ; 

He stretch'd forth his hand, and his voice was heard : 
" Daughter of blue-shielded Cormac ! 
Thou hast cut off my youth from renown ; 
Cold is the sword, the glory of heroes. 
Cold in my bosom, O Morna ! 
—Ah ! give me to Moina the maiden. 
For I am her dream in the darkness of night ; 
My tomb she will build in the midst of the camp, 
That the hunter may hail the bright mark of my fame. 
—But draw forth the sword from my bosom, 
For cold is the blade, O Morna !" 

Slowly and weeping she came, . 
And drew forth the sword from his side ; 
He seized it, and struck the red steel to her heart ; 
She fell :— on the earth lay her tresses dishevell'd, 
The blood gurgled fast from the wound. 
And crimson'd her arm of snow. 

* * * « 

" Tell me no more of the maiden !" 
Cuchullin, the war-chief of Erin replied ; 
— " Peace to the souls of the heroes ! 
Their prowess was great in the ponflict of swords'; 
Let them glide by my chariot in war ! 
Let their spirits appear in the clouds o'er the valley ! 
So shall my breast be undaunted in danger ! 

" Be thou like a moon-beam, O Morna ! 
When my sight is beginning to fail ; 
When my soul is reposing in peace, 
And the tumult of war is no more." 
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THE VALENTINE WREATH. 

Rosy-red the hills appear 

With the light of morning, 

Beauteous clouds, in ether clear, 

All the east adorning ; 

White through mist the meadows shine, 

Wake, my love, my Valentine ! 

For thy locks of raven-hue, 
Flowers with hoar-frost pearly. 
Crocus-cups of gold and blue, 
Snowdrops drooping early, 
With mezereon-sprigs combine ; 
Rise, my love, my Valentine ! 

O'er the margin of the flood, 
!P luck the daisy, peeping ; 
Through the dry leaves in the wood, 
Hunt the sorrel creeping ; 
With the little celandine. 
Crown my love, my Valentine ! 

Pansies, on their lowly stems, 
Scatter'd o'er the fallows ; 
Hazel-buds, with crimson gems, 
Green and glossy sallows ; 
Tufted moss and ivy-twine, 
Deck my love, my Valentine ! 

Few and simple flowerets these ; 
Yet to me less glorious. 
Garden-beds and orchard-trees. 
Since this wreath victorious 
Binds thee now for ever mine, 
O my love, my Valentine ! 
leu. 
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THE WIDOW. 

WrUl«B at tlM Mquest of a Lady, wbo furnished MTaral of the liaei and the 
plan of the whole. 

Ah ! who is she that sits and weeps. 
And gazes on the narrow mound ? 
— ^In that fresh grave her true love sleeps, 
Her heart lies with him in the ground : 
She heeds not, while her bahe, at play. 
Plucks the frail flowers, that gaily bloom. 
And casts them, ere they fade away. 
In garlands, on its father's tomb ; 
— ^Unconscious where its father lies, 
" Sweets to the sweet !" the prattler cries ; 
Ah ! then she starts, looks up, her eyes overflow 
With all a mother's love, and all a widow's wo. 

Again she turns away her head. 

Nor marks her infant's sportive air. 

Its cherub-cheeks all rosy-red. 

Its sweet blue eyes and ringlet-hair ; 

Silent she turns away her head. 

Nor dare behold that smile-bright &ce, 

Where live the features of the dead 

In lineaments of fairy-grace : 

For there at once, with transport wild, 

She sees her husband and her child ; 
Ah ! then her bosom bums, her eyes o'erflow 
With all a mother's love, and all a widow's wo. 

And still I find her sitting here. 
Though dark October frowns on all ; 
And from the lime-trees rustling near. 
The scatter'd leaves around her fall ; 



THE WIDOW. 



O then it charms her inmost soul, 

It suits the sadness of her mind, 

To watch the clouds of autumn roll, 

And listen to the moaning wind ; 

In every shadow, every blast. 

The spirits of enjoyments past, 
She sees, she hears ; — ah ! then her eyes o'erflow 
Not with the mother's love, but with the widow's wo. 

Yon peasant dreads a gathering storm, 

Yet pauses as he hastens by, 

Marks the pale ruin of her form, 

The desolation of her eye ; 

Beholds her babe for shelter creep 

Behind the grave-stone's dreary shade, 

Where all its father's sorrows isleep. 

And all its mother's hopes are laid ; 

Remembering then his own heart's joy, 

A rosy wife, a blooming boy ; 
" Ah me !" he sighs, " when I am thus laid low, 
Must my poor partner feel a widow'd mother's wo?" 

He gently stretches out his arm, 
And calls the babe in accents mild ; 
The mother shrieks with strange alarm, 
And snatches up her wondering child ; 
She thought that voice of tender tone. 
Those accents soft, endearing, kind. 
Came from beneath the hollow stone ! 
— He marks the wandering of her mind. 
And thankful for his happier lot. 
Seeks the warm comforts of his cot ; 

He meets his wife ; — ah ! then his eyes o'erflow ; 

She feels a mother's love, nor dreads a widow's wo. 

The storm retires ; — and hark ! the Inrd, 
The lonely bird of autumn's reign. 
From the church pinnacle is heard ; ^ 
O what a clear and simple strain ! 
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See the delighted mourner start, 
While Robin red-breast's evening song 
Pours all its sweetness through her heart, 
And soothes it as it trills along : 
Then gleams her eye, her &ncy hears 
The warbled music of the spheres ; 
She clasps her babe ; she feels her bosom glow. 
And in a mother's lover forgets a widow's wo. 

Go to thine home, forsaken fair ! 

Go to thy solitary home ; 

Thou lovely pilgrim, in despair, 

To thy saint's shrine no longer roam ; 

He rests not here ; — thy soul's delight 

Attends where'er thy footsteps tread ; 

He watches in the depth of m'ght, 

A guardian-angel round thy bed ; 

And still a father, fondly kind, 

Eyes the dear pledge he left behind : 
So love may deem, and death may prove it so 2 
— ^In heaven at least there is no widow's wo ; 
Thither, in following him, with thy sweet infant go. 



MOTTO TO "A POET'S PORTFOLIO." 

(fragment of a page of oblivion.) 

Fall'n feathers of a moulting wing. 

Which ne'er again may soar ; 

Notes, sung in autmnn woods, where Spring 

Shall hear their sounds no more: 

Her voice and plume — ^the bird renews ; 

Man fails but once ; — 'tis in the tomb. 

His strength he mews. 

IS35. 
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AT HOME IN HEAVEN. 

1 Thbss. iv. 17. 

Part I. 

"For ever with the Lord !" 

— Amen, so let it be ; 
Life from the dead is in that word, 

'Tis immortality. 

Here in the body pent, 
Absent from Him I roam ; 

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home. 

My Father's house on high. 
Home of my soul, how near, 

At times, to faith's fpreseeing eye, 
Thy golden gates appear ! 

Ah ! then my spirit faints 

To reach the land I love. 
The bright inheritance of saints, 

Jerusalem above. 

Yet clouds will intervene. 
And all my prospect flies ; 

Like Noah's dove, I flit between 
Rough seas and stormy skies. 

Anon the clouds dispart. 
The winds and waters cease, 

While sweetly o'er my gladden'd heart 
Expands the bow of peace. 
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Beneath its glowing aich. 
Along the hallow'd ground, 

I see cheruhic armies march, 
A camp of fire around. 

I hear at mom and even, 
At noon and midnight hour. 

The chor^ harmonies of heaven 
Earth's Babel-tongues o'erpower. 

Then, then I feel that He, 

(Remember'd or forgot,) 
The Lord is never far from me. 

Though I perceive Him not. 

Part II. 

In darkness as in hght. 

Hidden alike from view, 
I sleep, I wake within his sight. 

Who looks existence through. 

From the dim hour of birth, 
Through every changing state 

Of mortal pilgrimage on earth. 
Till its appointed date ; 

All that I am, have been, 

All that I yet may be, 
He sees at once, as He hath seen, 

And shall for ever see. 

How can I meet His eyes ? 

Mine on the cross I cast, 
And own my life a Saviour's prize, 

Mercy from first to last. 

" For ever with the Lord !" 
— ^Father, if 'tis thy will, 

The promise of that faithful word. 
Even here to me fulfil. 
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Be thou at my right hand, 

Then can I never fail ; 
Uphold Thou me, and I shall stand. 

Fight, and I must prevail. 

So when my latest hreath 

Shall rend the veil in twain, 
By death I shall escape from death, 

And life eternal gain. 

Knowing as I am known, 

How shall I love that word. 
And oft repeat before the throne, 

" For ever with the Lord !" 

Then though the soul enjoy 

Communion high iand sweet. 
While worms this body must destroy. 

Both shall in glory meet. 

The trump of final doom 

Will speak the self-same word, 
And heaven's voice thunder through the tomb, 

" For ever with the Lord !" 

The tomb shall echo deep 

That death-awakening sound ; 
The saints shall hear it in their sleep, 

And answer from the ground. 

Then upward as they fly. 

That resurrection-word 
Shall be their shout of victory, 

" For ever with the Lord !" 

That resurrection-word, 

That shout of victory. 
Once more, — ** For ever with the Lord !" 

Amen, so let it be. 
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THE VEIL. 

Thsrs is a veil no mortal hand can draw, 
Which hides what eye of mortal never saw ; 
Through that (each moment by the dying riven) 
Could but a glance be to the living given, 
How into nothing, less than nothing, ail 
Lifers vanities, life's verities would fall, 
And that alone of priceless worth be deem'd. 
Which is most lightly by the world esteem'd ! 

Enough is known ; there is a heaven, a hell ; 
Who 'scapes the last and wins the first doth well : 
Whither away, my soul ! — in which wouldst thou 
Emerge from life, were death to smite me now ? 

1834. 



HEAVEN IN PROSPECT. 

Palms of glory, raiment bright. 
Crowns that never fade away. 

Gird and deck the saints in light. 

Priests and kings and conquerors they. 

Yet the conquerors bring their palms 
To the Lamb amidst the throne. 

And proclaim, in joyful psalms. 
Victory through his cross alone. 

Kings for harps their crowns resign. 
Crying, as they strike the chords, . 

" Take the kingdom, — ^it is thine, 
King of kings and Lord of lords." 

Round the altar, priests confess. 
If their robes are white as snow, 

'Twas the Saviour's righteousness. 
And his blood that made them so. 
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Who were these ? — on earth they dwelt, 
Sinners once of Adam's race, 

Guilt, and fear, and suffering felt, 
But were saved by sovereign grace. 

They were mortal, too, like us ; 

— ^Ah ! when we, like them, shall die, 
May our souls, translated thus. 

Triumph, reign, and shine on high ! 



ON THE 

FIRST LEAF OF MISS J.'S ALBUM. 

What thoughts, beyond the reach of thought 

To guess what they may be, 
Shall in succession here be brought 

From depths no eye can see ! 

Those thoughts are now upon their way, 

Like light from stars unseen, 
Though, ere they reach us, many a day 

And year may intervene :— 

Thoughts, which shajl spring in friendship's breast. 

Or genius touch with fire ; 
Thoughts, which good angels may suggest, 

Or God himself inspire. 

Such, o'er these pages pure and white. 

By many a willing hand. 
Be writ in characters of light. 

And here unfading stand ! 

That she who owns the whole may find, 

Reveal' d in every part. 
The trace of some ingenuous mind. 

The love of some warm heart. 
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THE SAND AND THE ROCK. 

<*l.wi)l ••' II .11 V dark Mying uponUie barp."— PmIsi xUx.4. 

Part I. 

DESTRUqriON. 

I BtJiLT ih . nuse upon the sand. 

And s ' . image in the sea, 

That seei!- '^ stable as the land, 

And be . il as heaven to me. 

For in the . * r and tranquil tide, 

As in a I] < j firmament, 
Sun, moon, ;...<i stars appeared to glide. 

And light::: i nd shadows came and went 

I ate and draul:, I danced and sung, 
Reclined at ease, at leisure stroll' d, 

Collecting shells and pebbles, flung 
Upon the beach, for gems and gold, 

I said unto my soul, " Rejoice ! 

In safety, wealth, and pleasure here ;" 
But while I spake, a secret voice. 

Within my bosom, whisper'd " Fear !" 

I heeded not, and went to rest, 

Prayerless, once more, beneath my roof. 
Nor deem'd the eagle on his nest 

More peril-free, more tempest-proof. 

But in the dead and midnight hour 
A storm came down upon the deep ; 

Wind, rain, and lightning, such a stour, 
Methought 'twas doomsday in my sleep* 

1 strove, but could not wake, — the stream 
Beat vehemently on my wall ; 
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I felt it tottering in my dream ; 
It fell, and dreadful was the fall. 

Swept with the ruins down the flood, 
I woke ; home, hope, and heart were gone ; 

My hrain flash'd fire, ice thrill'd my blood ; 
Life, life was all I thought upon. 

Death, death was all that met my eye ; 

Deep swallow'd deep, wave buried wave ; 
I look'd in vain for land and sky ; 

All was one sea, — that sea one grave. 

I struggled through the strangling tide. 
As though a bowstring wrung my neck ; 

"Help ! help !" voice fail'd, — I fain had cried. 
And clung convulsive to the wreck. 

Not long, — for suddenly a spot 

Of darkness fell upon my brain, 
Which spread and pressM, till I forgot 

All pain in that excess of pain. 

Part II. 

TRANSITION. 

Two woes were past ; a worse befell ; 

When I revived, the sea had fled ; 
Beneath me yawned the gulf of hell. 

Broad as the vanished ocean's bed. 

Downward I seem'd to plunge through space, 

As lightning flashes and expires, 
Yet — how I knew not — turn'd my face 

Away from those terrific fires ; — 

And saw, in glory throned afar, 

A human form yet all divine ; 
F/eyond the track of sun or star, 

High o'er all height it seem'd to shine. 

'Twas He who in the furnace walk'd 
With Shadrach, and controll'd its power : 

38* 
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*Twa8 He with whom Ehas talk'd» 
In his transfiguration-hour. 

'Twas He whom, in the lonely Isle 

Of Patmos, John in spirit saw ; 
And at the lightning of his smile, 

Fell down as dead, entranced with awe. 

From his resplendent diadem, 

A ray shot through mine inmost soul ; 

*• Could I hut touch his garment's hem," 

Methought, " like her whom faith made whole!" 

Faith, faith was given ; — ^though nigh and nigher, 
Swift verging tow'rds the gulf below, 

I stretch'd my hand ; — ^but high and higher, 
Ah me ! the vision seem'd to go. 

" Save, Lord, I perish !" — ^while I cried, 

Some miracle of mercy drew 
My spirit upward ; — ^hell yawn'd wide, 

And foilow'd ; — ^upwards still I flew : — 

And upwards still the siirging flame 
Pursued ; — ^yet all was clear above. 

Whence brighter, sweeter, kindher came 
My blessed Saviour's looks of love. 

Till with a sudden flash forth beam'd 

The fulness ofnbe Deity : — 
Hell's jaws collapsed ; I felt redeem'd ; 

The snare was broken, I was free. 

A voice from heaven proclaim'd, — ^** 'Tis done !" 
Then, like a homeward ray of light • 

From the last planet to the sun, 
I darted through the abyss of night. 

Till He put forth his hand, to meet 

Mine, grasping at infinity ; 
He caught me, set me on my feet 

I fell at his in ecstasv. 
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What foUow'd, human tongue in vain 
Would question language to disclose : 

Enough, — that I was horn Sigain ; 
From death to life that hour I rose. 

Part III. 

RESTITUTION. 

I huilt oina more, hut on a rock 

(Faith's strong foundation firm and sure) 
Fix'd mine abode, the heaviest shock 

Of time and tempest to endure. 

Not small, nor large, not low, nor high, 
Midway it stands upon the steep, 

Beneath the storm-nmrk of the sky, 
Above the flood-mark of the deep. 

And here I humbly wait, while He, 
Who pluck'd me from the lowest hell, 

Prepares sl heavenly house for me, 

Then calls me home with Him to dwell. 



"LOVEST THOU ME?" 

John xxi. 15—17. 



** Lovest thou me .^" I hear my Saviour say : 
Would that my heart had power to answer — ^** Yea ; 
Thou knowest all things. Lord, in heaven above, 
And earth beneath ; Thou knowest that I love." 
But 'tis not so ; in word, in deed, in thought, 
I do not, cannot love thee as I ought ; 
Tliy love must give that power, thy love alone ; 
There's nothing worthy of thee but thine own ; 
Lord, with the love wherewith thou lovedst me, 
Reflected on thyself, / would love thee. 
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GARDEN THOUGHTS. 

Ob oceuloA of a Chriitian aMembly in the f roundi of a f entlamaii at York, tat 
the parpoae of promoting MiMiont among the Heathen. 

In a garden — man was placed, 

Meet abode for innocence, 
With his Maker's image graced ; 

— Sin crept in and drove him thence, 
Through the world, a wretch undone, 
Seeking rest, and finding none. 

In a garden— on that night. 

When our Saviour was betray'd, 
With what world-redeeming might. 

In his agony he pray'd ! 
Till he drank the vengeance up, 
And with mercy filPd the cup. 

In a garden— on the cross. 

When the spear his heart had riven. 

And for earth's primeval loss, 
Heaven's best ransom had been given, 

—Jesus rested from his woes, 

Jesus from the dead arose. 

Here, not Eden's bowers are found. 

Nor forlorn Gethsemane, 
Nor that calm, sepulchral ground 

At the foot of Calvary ; 
— ^Yet this scene may well recall 
Sweet remembrances of all. 

Emblem of the church below ! 
Where the Spirit and the Word 
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Fall like dews, like breezes blow, 

And the Lord Gob's voice is heard, 
Walking in the cool of day, 
While the world is far away : — 

Emblem of the church above ! 

Where, as in their native clime, • 

Midst the garden of his love. 

Rescued from the rage of time, 
Saints, as trees of life, shall stand. 
Planted by his own right hand ! 

Round the fair enclosure here 

Flames no cherub's threatening sword, 
Ye who enter feel no fear : 

— ^Roofd by heaven, with verdure floor'd, 
Breathing balm from blossoms gay. 
This be paradise to-day. 

Yet one moment meditate 

On our parents' banishment. 
When from Eden's closing gate, 

Hand in hand, they weeping went. 
Spikenard groves no more to dress. 
But a thorn-set wilderness. 

Then remember Him who laid — ' 

Uncreated splendour by. 
Lower than the angels made. 

Fallen man to glorify. 
And from death beyond the grave 
Until life immortal save. 

Think of Him — your souls He sought. 

Wandering, never to return ; 
Hath He found you ? — At the thought 

Your glad hearts within you bum ; 
Tfien your love like His extend, 
Be like Him the sinner's friend 
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O'er Jerusalem he wept, 

Doom'd to perish ;— can't you weep 
O'er a world, by Satan kept 

Dreaming in delirious sleep. 
Till the twinkle of an eye 
Wakes them in eternity ? 

Ye, who smile in rosy youth. 

Glow with manhood, fade through years* 
Send the life, the light, the truth. 

To dead hearts, blind eyes, deaf ears, 
And your very pleasures make 
Charities for Jesus' sake. 



So shall gospel-glory run 

Round the globe, to every clime, 
Brighter than the circling sun. 

Hastening that millennial time. 
When the earth shall be restored 
As the garden of the Lord. 



TO MR. AND MRS. T., 



WITH THE FOREGOING STANZAS. 

Ye who own this quiet place, 
Here, like Enoch, walk with God ; 

And, till summon'd hence, through grace, 
Tread the path your Saviour trod ; 

Then to paradise on high. 

With the wings. of angels fly. 



THE FIELD OF THE WORLD. 459 



THE FIELD OF THE WORLD, 

Sow in the mom thy seed, 

At eve hold not thine hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou np heed. 

Broad-cast nt o'er the land. 

Beside all waters sow, 

The highway furrows stocky 

Drop it where thorns and thistles grow, 
Scatter it on the rock. 

The good, the fruitful ground, 

Expect not here nor there : 
O'er hill and dale, 9y plots, 'tis found ; 

Go forth, then, everywhere. 

Thou know'st not which may thrive, 

The late or early sown ; 
Grace keeps the precious germs alive, 

When and wherever strown. 

And duly shall appear. 
In verdure, beauty, strength ; 

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear. 
And the full com at length. 

Thou canst not toil in vain ; 

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain 

For garners in the sky. 

Thence, when the glorious end. 

The day of God is come. 
The angel-reapers shall descend, 

An^d Heaven cry — " Harvest-hom' *" 
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FAREWELL TO A MISSIONARY. 

Home, kindred, friends, and country, — these 
Are things with which we nev^er part ; 

From clime to clime, o'er land and seas, 
We bear thenf with us in our heart ; 

And yet 'tis hard to feel resign'd. 

When they must all be left behind. 

But when the pilgrim's staff we take. 
And follow Christ from shore to shore, 

Gladly for Him we all forsake. 
Press on, and only look before ; 

Though humbled nature mourns her loss. 

The spirit glories in the crSbs. 

It is no sin, like man, to weep. 

Even Jesus wept o'er Lazarus dead ; 

Or yearn for home beyond the deep, — 
He had not where to lay his head ; 

The patriot's tears will He condemn. 

Who grieved o'er lost Jerusalem ? 

Take up your cross, arid say — " Farewell :" 
Go forth without the camp to Him, 

Who left heaven's throne with men to dwell. 

Who died his murderers to redeem : 
- Oh ! tell his name in every ear. 

Doubt not, — ^the dead themselves will hear, — 

Hear, and come forth to life anew ; 

— ^Then while the Gentile courts they fill. 
Shall not your Saviour's words stand true ? 

Home, kindred, friends, and country still, 
In earth's last desert you shall find, 
Yet lose not those you left behind. 
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"THE PRISONER OF THE LORD.' 

A SABBATH HYMN FOR A SICK CHAMBER. 

Thousands, O Lord of Hosts ! this day, 

Around thine altax meet ; 
And tens of thousands throng to pay . 

Their homage at Thy feet. 

They sefe Thy power and glory there, 

As I have seen them too ; 
They read, they hear, they join in prayer, 

As I was wont to do. 

They sing Thy deeds, as I have sung. 

In sweet and solemn lays ; 
Were I among them, my glad tongue 

Might learn new themes of praise. 

For Thou art in their midst, to teach, 
When on Thy name they call ; 

And Thou hast blessings, Lord, for each. 
Hast blessings. Lord, for all. , 

I, of such fellowship hereft. 

In spirit turn to Thee ; 
Oh ! hast Thou not a blessing left, 

A blessing, LoRt>, for me ? 

The dew lies thick on all the ground. 

Shall my poor fleece be dry ? 
The manna rains from heaven around. 

Shall I of hunger die ? 

Behold Thy prisoner ; — ^loose my bands, 

If 'tis Thy gracious will ; 
If not, — contented in thine hands, 

Behold Thy prisoner still ! 
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I may not to Thy courts repair, 
Tet here Thoa surely art ; 

LoBD, consecrate a house of prayer 
In my surrendered heart. 

To &ith reveal the things unseen. 
To hope, the joys untold ; 

Let loYC, without a veil between, 
Thy glory now behold. 

Oh ! make Thy face omme to shine. 
That doubt and fear may cease ; 

Lift up Thy countenance benign 
On me,— -and give me peace. 



AN AFTER-THGUGHT. 

I CANNOT call affliction sweet, 

And yet 'twas good to bear ; 
Affliction brought me to Thy feet, 

And I found comfort there. 

My weaned soul was all resigned 

To Thy most gracious will ; 
Oh ! had I kept that better mind, 

Or been afflicted still! 

Where are the vows which then I vow^d, 
The joys which then I knew ? 

Those yanish'd like the morning cloud. 
These ]ike the early dew. 

Lord, grant me grace for every day, 

Whate'er my state may be ; 
Through life, in death, with truth to say, 

"My God is all tome!" 



issi. 



ouB saviour's pbatebs. 



OUR SAVIOUR'S PRAYERS.* 

Prbambub. 

High Priest for sinners, Jesus, Lord ! 

Whom as a man of griefs I see, 
Thy prayers on earth while I record, 

If still in heayen thoa pray'st for me, 
My soul for thy soul's travail claim, 
I seek salvation in thy name. 

Part I. 

Baptized as for the dead he rose, 
With prayer, from Jordan's hallow'd flood ; 

Ere long, hy persecuting foes, 
To he haptized in his own hlood : • 

The Father's voice proclaimed the Son, {{;*•"• 

The Spirit witness'd ; — ^these are one. 

Early he rose ere dawn of day, Jf* *• 

And to a desert place withdrew. 
There was he wont to watch and pray. 

Until his locks were wet with dew. 
And hirds helow, and heams ahove, 
Had wam'd him thenc^ to works of love. 

At evening when his toils were o'er. 

He sent the multitudes away, 
And on the ipountain or the shore, 

All night remain'd alone to pray. 
Till o'er his head the stars grew dim : 
—When was the hour of rest for him t 



X«tefL 



* In tbete stanzas the Scripture quotations are from those panwget to which 
direct reference is intended In the lines themselves, rather than to the eom- 
■ponding aceounts of tho same transactions by others of the sacred hietorkiiui. ' 
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In field or city when he taught, 
JSC^u. Oft went his spirit forth in sighs ; 

And when his mightiest deeds were wrought, 
Sl^l '^o heaven he lifted up his eyes ; 

He pray'd at Lazarus' graye, and shed 
Jti'* Tears, with the word that waked the dead. 

When mothers brought their babes, he took 
£fis. Their lambs into his arms, and pray'd ; 

On Tabor, his transfigured look, 

While praying, tum'd the sun to. shade, 
And forms, too pure for human sight. 
Grew visible amidst his light. 






" O Father ! save me from this hour. 
Yet for this hour to earth I came :" 
He pray'd in weakness ; then with power 

Cried, "Father! glorify thy name:" 
" I have," a voice from heaven replied, 
" And stUl it shall be glorified." 

Part II. 

For Peter, bold in speech and brave 

In act, yet in temptation frail, 
(As once he proved him on the wave,) 

He pray'd lest his weak faith should fail ; 
And when by Satan's snare enthrall'd. 
His eye the wanderer recall'd. 

Amidst his mournful family, 

Who soon must see his face no more. 
With what divine discourse did he 

Strength to their fainting souls restore ! 
Then pray'd for all his people : — ^where 
Have words recorded such a prayer I 

Next, with strong cries and bitter tears. 
Thrice hallow'd he that doleful ground. 



Where, trembling with mysterious fears. 
His §weat like blood-drops fell around, 
And being in an agony, 
He prayed yet more earnestly. 

Here oft in spirit let me kneel, 

Share in the speechless griefs I see, 

And while he felt what I should feel, 
Feel all his power of love to me, 

Break my hard heart, and grace supply 

For him who died for me to die. 

Stretch'd on the ignominious tree 

For those, whose hands had nail'd him there, 
Who stood and mock'd his misery, 

He offer'd up his latest prayer ; 
Then with the voice of victory cried, 
" 'Tis finish'd," bow'd his head and died. 

Then all his prayers were answered ; — all 
The fruits of his soul's travail gained ; 

The cup of wormwood and of gall 
Down to the dregs his lips had drain'd ; 

Accomplished was the eternal plan. 

He tasted death for every man. 

Now by the throne of God he stands* 

Aloft the golden censer bears, 
And offers, with high priestly hands, 

Pure incense with his people's prayers : 
Well pleased the Father eyes the Son, 
And says to each request, " 'Tis done." 
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REMINISCENCE. 

Remembrance of the dead reyiyes 

The slain of time, at will ; 
Those who were lovely in their lives, 

In death are lovelier still. 

Unburden'd with infirmity, 

Unplagued like mortal men, 
Oh with what pure delight we see 

The heart's old friends again ; 

Not as they sunk into the tomb, 
With sickness-wasted powers, 

Bu£ in the beauty and the bloom 
Of their best days and ours. 

The troubles of departed years 

Bring joys unknown before ; 
And soul-refreshing are the tears 

O'er wounds that bleed no more. 

Lightnings may blast, but thunder-showeis 

Earth's ravaged face renew, 
With nectar fill the cups of flowers, * 

And hang the thorns with dew. 

Remembrance of the dead is sweet ; 

Yet how imperfect this, 
Unless past, present, future, meet, 

— A threefold cord of bliss ! 

Companions of our youth, our age. 
With whom through life we walk'd, 

And in our house of pilgrimage, 
Of home beyond it talk'd : — . 

Grief on their urn may ^x her eyes, 
— They spring not from the ground ; 

Love may invoke them from the skies, 
— ^There is no voice nor sound. 



EVENING TIME. 



Fond memory marks them as they were^ 

Stars in our horoscope ; 
But soon to see them as they arey 

— That is our dearest hope. 

Not through the darkness of the night, 
To waking thought unseal'd, 

But in the uncreated hght 
Of Deity reveal'd. 

They cannot come to us, but we 

Ere long to them may go ; 
— That glimpse of immortahty 

Is heaven begun below. 



EVENING TIME. 

Zech. xiv. 7. 

At evening time let there be light: — 
life's little day draws near its close ; 

Around me fall the shades of night, 
The night of death, the grave's repose ; 
Tq crown my joys, to end my woes, 

At evening time let there be light. 

At evening time let there be light : — 
Stormy and dark hath been my day ; 

Yet rose the morn benignly bright, 

Dews, birds, and. flowers cheer'd all the way.; 
Oh for one sweet, one parting ray ! 

At evening time let there he light. 

Jii evening time there shall be light : — 
For God hath said, — " So let it be !" 

Fear, doubt, and anguish, take their flight. 
His glory now is risen on me : 
Mine eyes shall his salvation see : 

— 'Tis evening time, and there is light. 

Canway, J^orth H'alet, 1828 
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THE LOT OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 

** W« know ttet mil thlagi work togotlMr for good to them that lore Oob." 

llMI.Titt.1 

Tka^ — ^ ALL things work together for their good /*' 

How can this glorious truth he understood ? 

'Tis like Jehovah's throne, where marvellous light 

Hides in thick darkness from created sight : 

The first-horn seraph, tremhling while he sings, 

Views its veiPd lustre through his shadowing wings ; 

Or, if he meets, hy unexpected grace. 

The heatific vision, face to face. 

Shrinks from perfection which no eye can see, 

Entranced in the ahyss oi Deity. 

Yea, — ^'* ALL things work together for their goodP* 
How shall the mystery he understood ? 

From man's primeval curse are these set free, 
Sin slain, death swallow'd up in victory ? 
The hody from corruption so refined, 
'Tis hut the immortal vesture of the mind ? 
The mind from folly so to wisdom won, 
'Tis a pure sunheam of the eternal sun ? 

Ah ! no, no ; — all that troubles life is theirs. 
Hard toil, sharp suffering, slow-consuming cares ; 
To mourn and weep ; want raiment, food, and rest. 
Brood o'er the unutter'd anguish of the breast ; 
To love, to hope, desire, possess, in vain ; 
Wrestle with weakness, weariness, and pain. 
Struggle with fell disease from breath to breath. 
And every moment die a moment's death. 

This is their portion, this the common lot ; 
But they have sorrows which the world knows not : 
— ^Their conflicts with that world, its fair, false joys, 
Ensnaring riches and delusive toys, 
Its love, its hatred ; its neglect and scorn ; 
With self-abhorrence harder to be borne ; 
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The pangs of conscience, when God's holy law, 

Through Sinai's thunders, strikes them dumb with awe ; 

Passions disorder'd, when insane desires 

Blow the rank embers of unhallow'li fires ; 

Evils that lurk in ambush at the heart. 

And shoot their arrows thence through every part ; 

Harsh roots of bitterness, light seeds of sin, 

Oft springing up, and stirring strife within ; 

Pride, like the serpent, vaunting to deceive. 

As with his subtilty beguiling Eve ; 

Ambition, like the great red dragon, hurl'd, 

Sheer from heaven's battlements to this low world. 

Boundless in rage, as limited in power, 

Ramping abroad, and roaring to devour : 

— These^ which blithe worldlings laugh at and contemn, 

Are worse than famine, sword, and fire to th^m. 

Nor these alone, for neither few nor small 
The trials rising from their holy call : 
— ^TJie Spirit's searching, proving, cleansing" flames; 
Duty's demands, the Grospel's sovereign claims ; 
Stern self-denial counting all things loss 
For Christ, and daily taking up the cross ; 
The broken heart, or heart that wiU not break, 
That aches not, or that cannot cease to ache ; 
Doubts and misgivings, lest when storms are past, 
They make sad shipwreck of the faith at last : 
— These, and a thousand forms of fear and shame. 
Bosom-temptations, that have not a* name. 
But have a nature, felt through flesh and bone. 
Through soul and spirit, — ^felt by them alone ; 
— These, these the Christian pilgrims sore distress. 
Like thorns and briers of the wilderness ; 
• Tliese keep them humble, keep them in the path, 
As those that flee from everlasting wrath. 

Yet, while their hearts and hopes are fix'd above, 
As those who lean on everlasting love, *• 
On faithfulness, which, though heaven's pillars bend, 
A nd earth's base fail, uphold them to the end ; — 
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By them, by them alone 'tis understood, 
Bow all things work together for their good. 
Would'st THOU too understand T — ^behold I show 
The perfect way, — Lave Ood, and thou shalt know. 



A BENEDICTION FOR A BABY. 

What blessing shall I ask for thee, 

In the sweet dawn of infancy ? 

— ^That, which our Saviour, at his birth. 

Brought down with Him from heaven to earth. 

What next, in childhood's April years 
Of sunbeam smiles and mlnbow tears ? 
— ^That, which in Him all eyes might trace. 
To grow in wisdom and in grace. 

What in the wayward path of youth, 
Where felsehood walks abroad as truth ? 
— ^By that goo& Spirit to be led, 
Which John saw resting on his head. 

What, in temptation's wilderness, 
When wants assail, and feats oppress ? 
— ^To wield like Him the Scripture-sword, 
And vanquish Satan by " the word." 

What, in the labour, pain, and strife. 
Combats and cares of daily life ? 
— In his cross-bearing steps to tread, 
Who had not where to lay his head. 

What, in the agony of heart, 
When foes rush in, and friends depart ? 
— ^To pray like Him, the Holy One, 
" Father, thy will, not mine, be done." 

What, in the bitterness of death. 
When the last sigh cuts the last breath T 
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— ^Like Him your spirit to commend. 
And up to paradise ascend. 

What in the grave, and in that hour, 
When even the grave shall lose its power ! 
— ^Like Him, your rest awhile to take ; 
Then at the trumpet's sound awake. 
Him as He is in heaven to see, 
And as He is, yourself to be. 



EVENING SONG. 

FOR THE SABBATH DAY. 



Millions within thy courts have met, 
Millions this day before thee bow'd ; 

Their faces Zion-ward were set. 

Vows with their lips to thee they vow'd : 

But Thou, soul-searching God ! hast known 
The hearts of all that bent the knee, 

And hast accepted those alone. 

In spirit and truth that worshipped Thee. 

People of many a tribe and tongue. 
Men of strange colours, climates, lands. 

Have heard thy truth, thy glory sung. 
And ofler'd prayer with holy hands. 

Still, as the Ught of morning broke 

O'er island, continent, or deep. 
Thy far-spread family awoke. 

Sabbath all round the world to keep. 

From east to west, the sun survey'd. 
From north to south, adoring throngs ; 

And still, where evening stretchM her shade. 
The stars came forth to hear their songs. 

Harmonious as the winds and seas, 

In halcyon houra, when storms are down. 
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Arose earth's Babel languages, 
In pure accordance to thy throne. 

Not angel-trumpets sound more clear. 
Not elders' harps, nor seraphs' lays, 

Yield sweeter music to thine ear 

Than humble prayer and thankful praise* 

And not a prayer, a tear, a sigt^, 

Hath faiPd this day some suit to gain : 

— To those in trouble Thou wert nigh ; 
Not one hath sought thy face in vain. 

Thy poor were bountifully fed. 

Thy chasten'd sons have kiss'd the rod. 
Thy mourners have been comforted, 

The pure in heart have seen their God. 

Yet one prayer more ; — and be it one, 
In which both heaven and earth accord ; 

— ^Fulfil thy promise to thy Son, 
Let all that breathe call Jesus Lord ! 



A WEDDING WISH. 

TO MR. AND MRS. H. 

The cynosure of midnight skies 

Appears but one to seamen's eyes. 

Yet tjvain there are, 

And Qach a star. 

Perhaps a sun : — 

May you, my Friends, reverse the view, 

And while on earth you look like Two, 

From heaven be seen as One ; 

Yea, like that polar s3rmbol be 

A double star of constancy.* 

* The polar star, seen througli a powerful telescope, appears to be two, rery 
near together. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

Page 293. 

1 In November, 1825, when many of my friends and neighbours 
honoured me with a public entertainment, on retiring from my long labours 
among them, as owner and editor of a local Journal, (see the general 
Preface to then Volumes,) there were others, especially ladies, who 
could not conveniently join in the festivities of a dinner-table, but who 
wished to show me some token of kindness on the occasion. By these 
a few weeks afterwards, I was presented with a handsome silver ink- 
stand, of home manufacture, for myself and two hundred sovereigns to- 
wards the expense of renewing a Christian mission by the United Bre- 
thren (or Moravians) in the West Indian Island of Tobago, which had 
been begun by my parents in the year 1789. The troubles of the 
French Revolution soon atterwards having reached that colony, the 
work was abandoned in the following year, and my father was com- 
pelled to take refuge in Barbadoes, where he had been previously sta- 
tioned as a minister of the gospel of peace to the Negro slaves. Before 
his flight, my mother had been released from sharing his toils and suf- 
ferings on earth, and her bereaved partner had deposited her remains, 
to wait the resurrection of the just, in the little garden attached to their 
temporar}' hal)itation, there being no Protestant place for interment in 
the island: — thus taking possession, though "hoping against hope," of 
the land where he had sojourned with her as a stranger for a few 
months only ; — ^like' the Patriarch- Abraham, when he bought the cave 
of Machpclah from the children of Heth, to bury his Sarah in, and by 
that earnest of his contract secure the promised Oanaan to his posterity 
through many generations, when he had as yet « none inheritance in 
it ; no, not so much as to set his foot on." 

During the war with England which ensued, Tobago fell into the 
hands of our countrymen, and has been held ever since by the British 
Crown. My father, soon after liis return to Barbadoes, entered into his " 
rest ; and hr thirty-five years following, the station in the former island, 
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where he had broken ground only, remained unoccupied for the por- 
poee to which it had been conaeomted. But Mr. Hamilton, the gentle- 
man at whoae invitation, and under whoae direct patronage, the experi- 
ment of the miflcion on hia estate had been undertaken by my parents, 
never to the end of his own life lost sight of that object ; and at his 
death he bequeathed a conadcrable legacy for its promotion, should 
the Brethren at a future period be emboldened to resume their evan- 
gelical labours there. What the sum left by Mr. Hamilton might be» 
I cannot now recollect, but I have been informed, that it vras so well 
administered by his representatives, that, when the mission was re-com- 
menced on the reserved spot, that fund amounted to a thousand pounds. 
To this my benefactors added the two hundred pounds, which they had 
raised to gratify me by a proof of their esteem, the most humbling and 
yet the most exalting that could be devised, — namely, by stipulating 
that their bounty should be appropriated to that sacred service, in which 
both my parents had laid down their lives ; accompanied by an earnest 
request, that the settlement, about to be formed in the field of their last 
labours, should be called by the name which they bore. This was 
readily granted by the authorities of the Brethren's Church, the El- 
der's conference at Hermhut, in Germany, who direct the ecclesiastical 
af&irs of the body, at home and abroad, fifom sjrnod to synod. The 
mission thus revived in 1825 has gradually increased ; and, under the 
name of « Montgomery," vrith the blessing of God upon the preaching 
of the Grospel by his servants there, may it perpetuate, to the end of 
time, the memory of those sainted relatives who left that name to me ! 
Oct(^)er 12, 1840. 

Page 320. 

2 Heniy Cornelius Agrippa, of Nettesheim, counsellor to Charles V. 
Emperor of Germany, — ^the author of « Occult Philosophy," and other 
profound works, — is said to have shown to the Earl of Surrey the image 
of his mistress Geraldine in a magical mirror. 

Page 415. 

3 This anticipation has been accomplished. The adjacent plantation 
has rapidly grown up ; the ground has been beautifully laid out ; and, 
in 1835, a conspicuous monument was erected, by public subscriptiony 
on the spot where three hundred and thirty-nine bodies, out of upwards 
of four hundred victims of the cholera, were interred, — ^to commemorate 
the said removal of the suffisrers from among the living, and their 
strange insulation after deatli, within that humble enclosure. ^^||^ 
diaft is triangular, diminishing in stories from the base to the summit, 
which was originally surmounted by a plain cross of proportionate ele- 
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▼ation. Unfortunately, in the hurricane of January the 7th, 1839, one 
third of the whole was thrown down. It has subsequently been re« 
paired, and crowned with a less graceful form of cross, by which, how- 
ever, the tapering structure will be less liable to injury from elemental 
yiolence. 

The two following Sormets were composed on visiting the scene of 
dilapidation, in February of the same year. 



Thou tempest-broken column ! still stand on ; 
More fit memorial of the untimely dead, 
Than when the cross upon thy summit shed 
A halo roimd this Golgotha ; — 'tis gone, 
And now the earnest eye, where late it shone, 
Is rapt through vague infinity instead. 
Up the blue sky, receding over head, 
IjCss and less seen the longer iook'd upon. 

Thus, where the fragments of thy pinhncle 
Lie at thy base, as lie within this plot 
The bones of buried mortals, — ^while I dwell 
On where and what may be the spirit's lot, 
lliought falls like night on my bewilder'd mind,- 
The more I search the more I feel I'm blind. 



Yet there is Hope, thou storm-struck monument ! 
Stand on, though half thy glory be laid low 
By an unseen and instantaneous blow ; 
For, as the wind, which thee asunder rent, 
Came none knew whence, and none knew whither went, 
So the plague smote the slain around thee, — so 
Surprised its victims; and, with Wo! ux)/ wof 
Hundreds, unwarn'd, to sudden judgment sent 

Not for the dead, ye living ! but the unborn, 
O let the symbol of redeeming Love 
Again this renovated shall adorn. 
And point from death below to life above. 
That all, who here sin's bitter wages sec, 
May on this mount remcmlx^r Calvary ! 



V* 
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